A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 221 






AMAZON BESTSELLING 


CON TENTS 


Preacher’s Daughter 
NEWSLETTER 


Chapter 1 
Chapter 2 
Chapter 3 
Chapter 4 
Chapter 5 
Chapter 6 
Chapter 7 
Chapter 8 
Chapter 9 
Chapter 10 
Chapter 11 
Chapter 12 
Chapter 13 
Chapter 14 
Chapter 15 
Chapter 16 
Chapter 17 
Chapter 18 
Chapter 19 
Chapter 20 
Chapter 21 
Chapter 22 
Epilogue 
Extended Epilogue 
Extended Epilogue 


NEWSLETTER 

A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 
BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 

LAIRDS & LADIES 

RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 

IRISH WOLF SHIFTERS 

Collaborations 


About the Author 


PREACHER S DAUGHTER 


AN OLDER MAN YOUNGER WOMAN ROMANCE 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS, 221 


FLORA FERRARI 


Copyright © 2020 by Flora Ferrari 
All rights reserved. 


No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or 
mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, 
without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief 
quotations in a book review. 


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are 
either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any 
resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely 
coincidental. 


The following story contains mature themes, strong language and sexual 
situations. It is intended for mature readers. 


PREACHER’S DAUGHTER 


FAITH 


My suitcase has hardly touched the ground, home from 
college when my Preacher Dad announces he has to go ona 
business trip. 


Church business. 


To make matters worse, Dad warns me of drifters in the 
area. Warns me to keep the house shut up tight, not 
opening the door for anyone. 


But once he’s gone, I feel eyes on me. 
A stranger’s eyes. 


Maybe it’s real eyes, or maybe it’s just a feeling. Like 
something in the wind. 


Either way, I’m a changed girl since being at home alone 
and now I feel like doing something I’ve never felt like 
doing before. 


Is he watching? 

Is it really just the wind? 

Whatever it is, it’s dangerous and it’s my new middle name. 
God, I hope he’s watching me. 

Wanting me. 

NOAH 


I have a promise to keep. My dear and beloved Gramma’s 
dying wish. 


Should be straight forward enough, just deliver the case 
she left behind. 


Easy enough, right? 


The pain of her passing is hard, but she was a good woman. 
More family than I ever had. 


She was the only family I ever had, and we weren’t even 
related. 


An unexpected stop along the way leads me straight to her, 
something that cancels out everything in a single moment. 


It’s not the wet heat of the thunderclouds above. 


It’s a different kind of Southern heat that draws me to that 
house. 


Draws me to her. 


I have my promise to keep, but suddenly, a whole lot more is 
riding on what I see. 


The dry crack of thunder. The huge drops of warm rain that 
splinter my very soul as I watch her, unseen. 


Needing her. Wanting her. 
Planning to claim her. 


If she’s not riding on me before this night’s through, like I 
know she needs it... 


Like I know she wants it. 
The perfect detour or the perfect storm? 
I think I may have just stumbled onto both. 


*Preacher’s Daughter is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 


cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


F aith 


It feels like my suitcase has barely touched the floor before 
my Dad announces he’s leaving again. 


“But I just got home!” I protest, pouting like a child more 
than a college graduate. 


“I know, darlin’, but this conference... I just can’t get out of 
it,” My Dad says meekly, looking at me with his soft, kind 
eyes. 


“It’s only for a day or two, then TIl be back and we can pick 
up right where we left off this afternoon, how about it?” he 
asks with infectious enthusiasm. 


I can’t stay mad at the man, he’s like a saint. 
Next closest, he’s the county preacher. 


Whenever the topic of parents came up at college, I was 
always careful to be vague without deliberately lying. 


I just told folks my Dad was a consultant. Not that I’m 
ashamed of my Dad, but trying to get a boyfriend in college 


with ‘Preacher’s daughter’ hanging around my neck? 


It didn’t make much difference anyway, turns out guys don’t 
go for thick girls after all. 


Not at that college anyway. 


“Do you need me to drive you someplace?” I ask hopefully, 
suddenly not looking forward to being alone in the house. 


“T got a car picking me up,” he says, wincing a little more, 
knowing I’m a little hurt that he’s all hello and goodbye 
which I have to admit, is unlike my Dad. 


“It’s something I did try and get out of,” he insists as I suck 
in a breath and turn on my heel, hoping to hide my 
emotions and failing. 


To make matters worse, the A/C in my room isn’t working 
and it’s not even the hottest part of the day yet. 


I grew up down south, I know the weather here this time of 
year. The trouble is I’m just not used to it anymore. 


“Dammit!” I yell once my hand hits the solid A/C unit in the 
thick timber frame of my bedroom window. 


“Language!” Dad calls out, followed by his heavy steps 
before he’s in my doorway. 


“I did apologize, honey, there’s no need to curse and there’s 
no need to hurt yourself either. I called a guy about the air- 
con. He’ll be here tomorrow, maybe,” he says, wincing 
again. 


I slump to the floor, trying not to smile, wanting to stay mad 
but Dad just has the gift of making bad situations better, 
just by being there for me. 


“But what about today, tonight?” I add. Whining now, 
surprised at how much coming home again has made me 


feel like a little girl instead of a grown up. 


“Shoot!” My Dad mutters, looking at his watch. “Uh, you'll 
just have to use a fan or sleep in the living room,” he calls 
over his shoulder as he bustles back to getting ready to 
leave. 


Hearing him snap shut every window as he passes it sees 
me following him through the house. 


“What are you doing, Daddy? Ill cook in here!” 


He turns, smiling as he takes me by both elbows and kisses 
my forehead. 


“I don’t want you worrying, Faith. But there’s been talk of 
drifters in the area, a man. Men,” he says, suddenly looking 
past me as I feel myself shivering. 


Not with fear, but with the intensity of my long-held fantasy. 


A stranger, a real man coming out of thin air and sweeping 
me off my feet. Taking me in his arms and- 


“Faith? Are you even listening to me?” he asks, confused by 
my sudden smile and faraway look. 


“I don’t want you going outside after dark or opening the 
door to anyone, Y’hear? Plus there’s a storm coming in case 
you didn’t notice. Sheriff Brodie’s number’s by the phone 
and you have my cell. Now, I really have to get ready.” 


“What about the Air-con guy?” I hear myself chime, almost 
sounding petulant. “Can he come inside?” 


“Very funny, Faith, Now I have to-” 


But it’s too late, I’m already imagining what he would look 
like. 


I tell myself I can open all the doors and windows once Dad 
leaves. Let the evening breeze come in and freshen the 
place up. 


I’ve never heard of any drifters around these parts my 
whole life, and I’m sure it’s just Dad’s way of trying to 
politely frighten me into locking the house up tight. 


Locking me up tight, his only daughter. 
Preacher’s daughter. 
But all he’s really done is set my imagination ablaze. 


On fire with a mental picture of what I think the ideal man 
might look like, what he might wear. 


How he might take me. 


He’d be an older man, not a boy. Not someone who’s hung 
up on looks alone. But he’d be perfect himself, without even 
realizing it. 


He’d have a lifetime of experience, and it would show. 
Successful, maybe without even realizing it. Rich, but not 


showy. He’s a self-made man who knows what he wants and 
he’s more than capable of getting it. 


He’s tall, well over six feet, and has dark hair. Enough to 
grab handfuls of. 


And he’s built. Muscles that he doesn’t need to show off 
because they speak for themselves. 


Because they are him, his dark eyes smolder, wanting me as 
he tears at his own clothes. Aching for me to- 


“Like I said, honey. Just use the fan or go in the living room. 
Don’t stand there getting yourself all worked up about it... 
you okay? You look like you’re about to burst,” he says 


finally, standing back in front of me with his bag packed and 
checking his watch again. 


The honk of a horn jolts me from my daydream and Dad 
pecks my cheek. 


“Bolt the door behind me, there’s a ton of food in the 
kitchen. I’ll call you when I get there.” 


It feels like four years of college and my whole life up to this 
moment vanish when I hear the front door slam shut. 


Looking through the curtains, making sure Dad’s ride is 
heading down the road, a tall tail of dust behind it, I start to 
open up every window as I pass it, keeping the front door 
locked of course. 


No point in being reckless, but I need cool air when it 
comes and now I have the place to myself, I can relax and 
slip out of my regular clothes. 


Heading upstairs, I set the fan blowing in my bedroom after 
opening the window and getting some instant relief as I 
undress, still smiling to myself at my ideal man fantasy. 


Until I catch sight of myself in my full length mirror that is. 


I screw up my face, blow some air at myself, and toss my T- 
shirt over the mirror. 


I’ve never liked what I see in the mirror, plus it’s ruining my 
fantasy. 


Drying up my well. 
Making my way to the shower, I suddenly stop. 


I don’t hear anything, but I do have the feeling someone’s 
watching me. 


“Dad?” I call out, covering myself with a towel and peering 
out over the landing, double-checking he hasn’t forgotten 
something. 


Nothing. Nobody. I’m all alone still. 


I blow some more air, shaking my head at letting myself get 
drawn into Dad’s story to scare me into locking up the 
house, but as I move back into my bedroom after checking 
downstairs I can’t help but feel like there is someone or 
something watching me somehow as I move through the 
house. 


I creep over to the window, a sudden rush of cool air 
making me shiver and I feel my chest stiffen under my 
towel. 


But it’s the sudden rush of heat to my center that makes me 
gasp. 

Something on the breeze, a scent? 

More like a feeling. 


Whatever it is, it’s made me hornier than hell in an instant 
and my hand actually strays between my legs as I feel my 
knees start to shake. 


I jump a little as my T-shirt slides from my mirror, giving me 
a full view of myself side-on as I stand by the open window, 
shivering like a leaf as I contemplate doing something that’s 
never crossed my mind much. 


Something in the air, whatever it is has made me want to 
get down on all fours and pleasure myself so that whoever, 
or whatever I think is watching can have the full show. 


So why don’t you? 


I shudder again. 


Because I guess all those years of being the Preacher’s 
daughter has left me a little uptight. 


Okay, a Jot uptight. 


Even though I know deep down what I need, and I know my 
fingers just won’t do. 


I need a real man, not that I’d know what to do with one if I 
even had one. 


I want to stare out the window, to scan the yard and make 
sure nobody’s watching. 


But I also want some more of this feeling, whatever it is, 
real or not. 


My cool shower, with both the bathroom door and shower 
curtain open, is unusual for me. I’m hoping it will calm me 
down, soothe me, but it’s like the water bubbles right off me 
I feel so hot. 


A new kind of heat, and it’s nothing to do with the weather. 


There’s a large clap of thunder, right over the house and I 
can see the lightning shimmering with my eyes half-closed, 
all soapy as I wash myself. 


I fight my own urges again, urges I’ve never had. Deciding I 
want skin on skin from my fantasy man, not some clumsy 
efforts of my own. 


Plus what I feel awoken in me is so deep, so intense, I really 
feel like it’s waiting for someone else to unlock anyway. 


Like it already belongs to someone else. 


With the window still open, I flip off the lights after I’m done 
and lay on my bed, still damp from the shower. I let the 
gradually cooling breeze of the evening tickle me as I lay 
completely still, my heart pounding still. 


The continuous flicker of distant lightning and the growl of 
thunder eventually eases me into a strange sleep. 


An even stranger dream too, where the man from my 
fantasy climbs through my window and has his way with me 
on the bathroom floor as I pull the shower curtain off its 
rings while he takes me roughly from behind. 


Helpless under his touch. 


CHAPTER TWO 


N oah 


“Ugh! I shoulda filled you up long ago, girl.. you really 
needed it huh?” 


Gripping harder, I feel my foot pumping in time with my 
rapid heartbeat. My whole leg shaking as I feel it all about 
to end. 


“C’mon baby. C’mon!” I growl, grinding my teeth and 
pumping harder until I can’t hold it any longer. 


Until I know we’re done. My whole body shudders as I make 
a wild animal sound. 


There is a pop and a hiss that goes along with it as if 
running out of gas isn’t enough of a climax. 


The old girl’s overheated to boot. 


I really thought she’d make it to town, but the gas gauge 
has been on half for the past ten years. No real way of 
knowing when I’m actually gonna stop. 


I nurse my old girl, the huge orange and white truck off the 
dirt road onto the soft shoulder behind some ancient trees. 


There’s an old plantation house just over the way, and I try 
and hail a car as it leaves heading in the opposite direction, 
hoping they can either help me with a ride or some gas 
before dark. 


But no dice. 
They’re too far ahead and don’t see me waving in time. 


The dust from the road swallows them up and I taste it, 
along with the bitterness of another defeat. 


I get halfway between my truck and the fence of the 
plantation house when I remember the case. 


I go back for it. 
It’s not mine, but I’d hate to see it in the wrong hands. 


I figure if nobody’s home, I can maybe scout around for 
some gasoline, maybe leave some cash in the mailbox as 
payment. 


The sound of old windows opening arrests my attention, 
making me stand up straighter, cocking my ear and moving 
to the side of the driveway by instinct. 


I’ve never skulked in the shadows before, but since this 
whole suitcase business... 


Once I see her though, once it registers who is opening all 
the downstairs windows, I forget all about the case. 


Nearly drop the damned thing. 


In a split second, I decide maybe knocking on the front door 
isn’t the best idea just yet. 


The very sight of her is giving me a very peculiar reaction. 


The kind of reaction I know I can’t show in public. The kind 
of hard on I haven’t had since I was a teenager, and that 
was over twenty years ago. 


Fuck, she’s perfect! 


I move from bush to bush alongside the edge of the 
driveway as she goes from window to window, lifting them 
open with her thick chest straining against her white T- 
shirt. Thick pebbled nipples like stiff pink fingers reaching 
out through the thin fabric. 


I let out an involuntary groan, feeling dizzy in the heat of 
the bushes. The buzzing insects and stifling humidity of the 
underbrush is nothing compared to the heat I suddenly feel 
pounding against my zipper. 


My hand strays to my aching pole, itching to free it, to 
release the sudden impulse I have just from the first few 
glimpses of her. 


With my mouth so dry, I feel my tongue on the roof of it like 
an old shoe, waiting to see her at the next window. 


But she’s gone again. 

I start to whine, then growl, shaking my head in disbelief. 
If I don’t see her again TIl just explode on the spot. 

She must’ve gone upstairs, around back. 


In a few long strides I’m by the side of the house, stealing 
my way around the back, hopeful there’s nobody else home 
but not a hundred percent sure, I need to be careful. 


I hear an upstairs window open, and spying a huge Cypress 
tree that casts a long shadow in the failing light, I see my 
next vantage point. 


The massive tree is taller than the old plantation house, 
adding a degree of coolness to the rear of the whole yard 
with its wide trunk and low hanging foliage. 


Scrambling up the backside of the tree after leaving the 
case at the bottom, I almost slip when I catch sight of her 
again as I feel some cool air start to caress me. 


The same beautiful creature I saw is closer now and I can 
make out her blond hair tied in a ponytail. 


A faint spray of freckles across her button nose and flushed, 
round cheeks gives her the appearance of a younger 
woman not too far out of her teens I’d guess. 


I swallow hard, having to cover my mouth once she 
unexpectedly lifts her whole fucking shirt right off in front 
of me. 


Her clear, wide blue eyes blink out at me as mine zoom in 
on that magnificent chest. 


Large, heavy breasts, but firm. I hear myself make a low 
sound once she bends forward, easing herself out of 
whatever else she has on. 


I’m done. I know I am, I can’t help it. 


I grip a branch with one hand and fumble to free myself 
with the other, the cool air hitting my stiff cock like a slick of 
ice water onto hot tar. 


I groan softly to myself, suddenly aware that I need to be 
quiet as well as still if my show’s gonna continue. 


I grip both branch and my own wood even harder, hugging 
myself against the tree to keep a lower profile as I peer 
around the thickness of the gnarled old trunk. 


She’s moved back from the window, studying herself in a 
full length mirror. 


Her thick chest balances out the most perfect set of hips 
I’ve ever seen. And an ass that I know has my name on it. 


I’m a big guy, and I know just from looking that she'll be the 
perfect fit for me. 


My legs between hers as I grip those childbearing hips... 
filling her with my- 


I moan again, louder, as I feel a thick line of precome run 
over my hand as my cock starts to twitch already. 


I cover my mouth again, tasting myself and biting down 
both sides of my jaw, trying at once not to come and not to 
make another sound. 


I need to save it for her... to fill her with it, not jerking off 
in a tree like some damned caveman. 


But who is she? 


I need to know, and what’s more, I need to get inside that 
house and stake my claim before anybody else happens 
past. 


What if that was her boyfriend or husband leaving just 
now? 


Like my wanting to blow my load, I can’t even bring myself 
to think about her like that. 


She’s mine because I saw her first and that’s just how it’s 
gonna be from now on. 


Mine! 


If she is alone, then I need to keep watch over her. That’s 
what I’m telling myself to justify me being up a tree by her 


bedroom window with my dick in my hand. 


Tossing her T-shirt over the mirror, I watch her move away 
from the window towards the bathroom before she stops, 
turning her head to one side so quickly I’m sure she’s 
figured out I’m watching her. 


She moves out of sight, passing only briefly again so I can 
see she has a towel wrapped around herself now. 


Dammit! 


“Dad?” I hear her calling out, her Southern accent only 
slight, huskier than anything else. Like she’s been 
screaming all day and her voice is almost breaking when 
she says certain words. 


I’ll make you scream all day... and all night. 


My heart lifts once she comes back into her room, sliding off 
the towel after gnawing at her lip, staring out the window 
past me, out into who knows where or what in her mind’s 
eye. 


I watch with fascination as she eventually turns, and leaving 
both the bathroom door and shower curtain open, I 
continue watching over her as she showers. 


The sheen of cold water on her body is the sugar on top, 
like a special treat when I already feel like I’ve died and 
gone to heaven. 


She runs her hands over herself, but I can see she’s 
hesitant, almost ashamed. But there’s something of a coy 
smile playing on her lips at times too. 


I can’t figure it out. I don’t need to figure it out, I just need 
to enjoy this as long as I can and try to keep my hands off 
myself. 


Once she drops the soap though and bends over to pick it 
up, lingering as it slips around I know I’m done for yet 
again. 


I groan loudly, not even caring anymore as I start to work 
my cock frantically, needing to get some relief as I realize 
how helpless I am at the sight of her naked like this. 


I want to hold it, I really do. I’m trying. 


I see her own hand slide through between her legs, all 
soapy as she makes a few passes over her sex, cleaning 
herself. 


I hear a rumble of thunder and some lightning flashes right 
overhead. 


It mutes some of my animal cries as I feel the come rising 
up my Shaft as my balls clench, as I- 


“Ah! Ooooh! Agggh!” 


...As I fall out of the tree right before I climax, landing on 
my back, my dick still twitching in my hand as the weather 
breaks instead, showering me with warm rain in huge 
drops as the sky lights up and the deep rumble of thunder 
continues as night finally takes the sky. 


CHAPTER THREE 


F aith 


I sleep late, late for me anyway, and even through the storm 
overnight which I can smell before I even open my eyes. I 
shiver a little too, the air’s cooler, and I’m all tangled up in 
my sheets. 


My hand somehow stuck down between my legs too. 


I remember Dad leaving, opening the windows. But after 
that everything is a little bit like a dream, the dream I feel 
like I’m still in when I think about the feeling that’s come 
over me. 


I skipped dinner too, nothing new there but I wonder if 
that’s what’s made me so spacey? 


No, it was definitely something in the air before that storm 
hit. Something that made me feel more than just ‘spacey’. 


The chime of the doorbell jolts me wide awake, last night’s 
abandonment and fantasy suddenly replaced with real-life 
anxiety. 


Everything my Dad said about drifters and needing to keep 
the place locked up comes flooding back to me. 


But so does what he said about the Air-con repair guy 
making an appearance. 


The bell chimes again, and I puff air out of my cheeks, 
almost falling over as I try to get out of bed, tangled up still 
in the damned sheet. 


I find my Japanese silk robe but opt for making whoever it is 
wait while I slip on my T-shirt and track pants, easing into 
slippers as I get to the top of the stairs. 


But the outline of the man I see through the glass of the 
front door makes me stop dead in my tracks. 


I hear myself trying to gulp, but the raspiness of my tongue 
against a dry mouth is all I’m getting. 


I can’t even make out the outline of his head, not until he 
takes a step back. 


He’s freakin’ huge. 
About fantasy man size, I’d say. 


His V-shape fills the whole doorway, which is solid frosted 
glass but I can make him out just fine so far. 


I feel my breath shiver as I start to go down the stairs, that 
feeling from last night getting stronger with each step until 
my knees are practically knocking by the time I get to the 
door. 


I sense him seeing my own shape through the glass, also 
sure I hear a low sound, like an animal. 


Maybe the guy takes his dog to work? 


I should ask who it is, I should do a ton of things but my 
hand once again has a life of its own. Betraying all my 
sensibilities by yanking the door open. 


Ripping my present open the night before Christmas... 


I study his obvious pant bulge through thick denim jeans 
first, then my eyes move up, taking in his thick muscular 
frame which is straining against a blue T-shirt that makes 
my eyes cross trying to take all of him in at once. 


I hear myself gasp aloud, almost whimpering before I can 
lift my head enough to see his face. 


A heavy, tanned, and chiseled jaw has a dusting of stubble 
which shifts like dark sand as he opens his mouth to say 
something. 


My eyes move to his, it’s the same dark eyes I saw in my 
fantasy. The same shaggy thick, dark hair that has- 


“You have leaves in your hair,” I remark, narrowing my eyes 
and even standing on tippy toes just to be sure. 


Yep. We have those out back. 


Without breaking eye contact, he reached up and pulls a 
twig with some leaves from his hair, tossing it behind him. 


“Better?” he asks, his voice making my legs go soft again, 
it’s so deep. So rich, like the light in his eyes it makes me 
want to listen to it all day as I just stare into that brooding 
look. 


I feel my head nodding, my mouth’s gaping now and I’m 
pressing my legs together like I need to pee, but it’s only to 
keep myself standing upright. 


That urge to get on all fours is back again, Mr. Fantasy has 
just walked out of my dreams and onto my front porch. 


“Pm Noah,” he says finally, thrusting out a huge hand that 
my fingers only manage to wrap around a couple of his 
before they cover all of mine. 


“Faith,” I squeak, feeling giddy now, wishing I’d eaten. 
Wondering how many of these fingers I could- 


“T wasn’t sure what time you’d get here,” I say nervously, 
trying to make small talk as I refuse to let go of his hand. 


“Get here,” he parrots like he’s suddenly in a trance of his 
own. 


“To fix the air conditioning,” I reply, noting his unusual 
suitcase looking toolbox with my eyes before I dive back 
into his. 


Deep, endless eyes. So deep I can’t even swim there 
anymore. I have to just drown in them. 


“Air conditioning,” he drones, looking confused but nodding 
a little before his brow cocks in recognition, a sly grin 
playing on his lips. Two rows of perfect, brilliant white teeth 
reveal a warm and intoxicating smile that matches every 
other part of the man. 


He’s freaking perfect. 


Tugging at his fingers, I practically pull him into the house. 
“Its upstairs. In my room,” I tell him, noting his low groan 
of approval that’s nearly masked by the sound of his heavy 
boots on the wooden floor. 


“Bedroom,” he says in that same monotone like he’s stuck 
for words or something. 


Maybe he’s not too bright, or maybe just a man of few 
words. Who cares? Look at the man! 


Gnawing my lip I eventually let go of him and turn to head 
up the stairs. His dense footfalls behind me, plus that 
feeling from last night all tingle up my spine with every step 
I take. 


He’s about four steps behind me, taking his time and I feel 
those eyes on me, watching what I know is my ass moving 
around inside my sweats. 


Again, I’d normally feel like dying from embarrassment, but 
with Noah; with that feeling last night, I feel like I could do 
anything as long as it scratches this itch I’ve got deep inside 
me. 


“Tt’s just through here,” I announce, turning and bumping 
into him at the top of the stairs, gasping as both my hands 
press against his rock hard body. 


“Are you alone?” he asks me sternly, looking down at me. I 
notice he didn’t bring his tools either. 


Instead of being scared, I’m thrilled, proudly telling him I 
am alone. 


“All by myself,” I whisper hoarsely, feeling like my hands are 
stuck just like when he took mine into his a moment ago. 


“Good,” he murmurs, and my hands slide down as I turn 
away, I have to before I squeal out loud and beg him to do 
something, anything to me. 


I think of my Dad again, about the whole Preacher’s 
Daughter stigma. But what Noah doesn’t know doesn’t 
need to matter, right? 


The moment I do turn around, I’m looking at both the air 
unit and the open window which houses it, plus the huge 
Cypress tree in our yard. 


The same tree that was in Noah’s hair. 


I freeze on the spot, a familiar shudder gripping my whole 
body as I somehow just know it was him watching me last 
night. 


That it was he who was and still is giving me this magical 
feeling inside. 


I’m almost too scared to turn around now, now that I know 
his secret. 


Now that I know he’s the man who saw me naked, saw me 
struggling not to play with myself. 


Saw me laying naked on my bed all night, doing who knows 
what. 


I only have one question to ask: how long was he watching? 
But Noah seems determined to maintain his act as the 
repairman, and who am I to try and stop him. 


“Uh, did you try plugging it in?” he asks, stepping past me 
and bending down. The fine view of his strong back 
tapering down to his taught behind is enough to make me 
gasp again. 


I feel dizzy, suddenly, like I need to sit down. I stumble back, 
letting myself catch the edge of my bed. 


“Umm... yeah I tried plugging it in. The fan was on last 
night so I so-,” I blush. 


“Yeah, I know,” he says, almost chuckling to himself. 
And we both freeze. 


The silence between us so great I can even hear the clock 
ticking on the mantle downstairs. It feels like even the birds 
have gone silent at the realization. 


“I mean... because it’s plugged in here. That’s what I 
mean,” he says firmly to correct himself without turning 


around. 

But now I do know. 

It was him. 

It is him, and he’s in my bedroom. 


Only steps away from the bathroom floor I imagined my 
mysterious fantasy man to be stuffing me from behind on. 


I want to ask him if he makes a habit of climbing trees to 
spy on lonely girls when the doorbell chimes again, making 
us both jump a little. 


CHAPTER: FOUR 


N oah 


I never did get to finish my climax, falling from the tree was 
probably a blessing in disguise. Now I know I’m saving it for 
her, all of it. 


Spending the night up a tree isn’t my idea of fun either, but 
the truck’s only a little more comfortable, plus it’s the only 
way I could make sure I kept an eye on her all night. 


I didn’t sleep a wink and I don’t feel any worse off for it 
either, far from it. I’ve never felt so alive, more invigorated 
in my entire life. 


Nor have I ever had such a raging hard on either, how long 
is it before they say to get to a hospital when it doesn’t go 
down? 


All night, through a light storm I watched her, catching 
glimpses of her full nakedness with the lightning and 
making out the rest of her only as a shadow until the gray 
morning light. 


She’s a busy sleeper, or maybe just a heavy dreamer. If I 
wasn’t watching over her, I’d almost think she had someone 
else in there with the number of noises she was making. 


Drives me wild with desire for her, and I can’t wait to stake 
my claim. She’s more important to me now than the case 
even. 


I actually left it at the bottom of the tree half the night 
before even remembering it and carrying it back up with 
me, tucking it in a thick branch while I watched her sleep. 


Waiting as long as I can, I’m ringing that front doorbell as 
soon as she stirs. I don’t know what else to do. Another 
minute of just staring at her through the window, and I'll 
probably climb right through it. 


Seeing her up close, having a name to put to that sweet 
face. It’s almost all I need. 


But I know I already need more than just an introduction. 


Fortunately, she thinks I’m someone else, somebody coming 
to fix her air conditioning. Well, that suits me just fine, and 
in no time at all, I’m watching that fine ass of hers shimmy 
up in front as we climb the stairs to her room. 


Perfect. 


I let slip about knowing she had her fan on all night and 
cover myself, I think. 


But it’s the sensation of something else about to happen, 
followed by the doorbell chiming that has my back 
straightening right away. 


“Pl get it,” I tell her, standing from a crouch after 
examining her air unit, not even trying to hide my half 
hardness, which I’m pleased she notices. 


“Uh, I think I’d better,” she says, flushing a deeper shade of 
red before she finally gets up, cutting in front of me at the 
top of the stairs. 


I almost grab her, wanting to just swing her around and tell 
her. Tell her she’s mine now. 


Watching her walk down the stairs, I realize that would 
maybe be too much right now. 


I shake my head a little, surprised at just how crazy I’m 
acting. 


And all because of a girl I just met. 


I follow her down the stairs, our eyes locking in the mirror 
by the door. She’s chewing her lip again. 


Anxious but not scared. A needful, pleading look in her 
eyes, but I can’t tell exactly what she wants from me. 


Even though I know what she needs. 


My eyes shift to the shadow outside as they narrow. A low 
sound of annoyance emanates from me. 


She opens the door just a little, hugging the edge so I can’t 
see all the way past her. 


“Oh hi, Faith! Your Dad told me to swing by... something 
about you’re A/C on the fritz?” 


Friendly. Cheerful southern drawl. 
Male. 


Faith seems to know him and opens the door wider, the first 
thing he sees is me looming up behind her and his eyes 
widen as he gulps before taking a step back. 


Toolbox, overalls. Younger guy, a kid really. Sort of barrel- 
shaped, glasses. Pig nosed. 


He’s the local repair guy I take it. 


Well, not today junior. This is my turf now, I’m staking my 
claim. 


“Tt’s been fixed,” I growl, leaning so far over Faith I feel the 
small of her back, her soft ass pressing against me. 


She leans back even, and I fancy she makes a little mewing 
sound as she relaxes into my growing hardness as it blooms 
up her spine. 


The repair guy looks puzzled, his eyes moving from mine to 
Faith. 


Faith murmurs something, one of her hands behind the 
door reaching around for me, gripping against my thigh 
and making me groan. 


“Sorry, Fitz. Didn’t Daddy tell you? I had a... friend drop by 
and it’s being fixed already,” she manages through a 
shivering breath. 


“Being fixed, or has been fixed,” Fitz says, his eyes 
narrowing with suspicion now as he pulls up his tool belt, 
pushing his glasses up his snout. 


“Being fixed,” I growl from behind her, feeling the 
vibrations of my voice run through her hot little body 
pushed up against mine. 


God, I’m gonna fuck her so hard. I know I am and she’s 
gonna scream my name so loud the whole world will know 
she belongs to me. 


“Well, uh... Mister...?” Fitz asks, propping the door open 
with one of his feet. 


“ Pastor Holding asked me to come by and check on Faith’s 
Air con, Mister. And I’d appreciate it if y’all would let me do 
just that!” he announces with some authority. 


Pastor? 


It’s my turn to take a step back, confused more than 
anything. 


I should have realized. The heavy, white fittings and huge 
white staircase. The embroidered framed prayers on the 
walls and the huge wooden cross over the hall table. 


Daddy’s little girl is the local preacher’s daughter. 


Faith pushes back into me, stepping on my toes as I get the 
message to let the guy in. 


“Sorry, Fitz. C’mon in... we just thought...” she says, trailing 
off. 


“You alright. Faith?” he asks, peering from her back to me. 
“T mean, everything alright here? Your Dad asked me to 
check in on you too, never mentioned y’all had company.” 


I start to growl again, but Faith grips the younger man by 
the elbow, apologizing to him all the way to the foot of the 
stairs. 


“Go ahead, Fitz. You know the way,” she says, practically 
pushing him up by now before turning to me. 


My head’s cocked and my hands ball up into fists. 


“He knows the way?” I hiss at her as she comes over to me, 
both hands out to rest on my forearms. 


“T didn’t know he was coming this morning, he’s a friend of 
Daddy’s,” she says. 


“The preacher,” I groan, reminding myself. 


Her face twists and drops, suddenly pale as she turns away 
from me. 


I’ve hurt her without meaning to. I’ve said the wrong thing 
at the wrong time. 


She’s taking slow steps towards the stairs, Fitz calling down 
asking her if she tried plugging it in before he gives a loud, 
piggish snort of laughter. 


“Faith,” I call, grateful when she turns around, her lip 
trembling. 


“I don’t mind whose daughter you are. Just tell me you 
don’t have a boyfriend, nobody like hog-boy up there for me 
to have to deal with?” 


Her sudden smile tells me everything in an instant. 


There’s nobody, she’s worried I won’t want her if her Dad’s 
a preacher. 


And I’m worried I'll have to sacrifice anyone who gets 
between me and what I know is already mine, just waiting 
to be plucked from the tree. 


The tree. 


“Tt was you last night, wasn’t it?” she asks, making me blush 
now, looking down at my boots. An impish grin forms on my 
lips, as my hands trying to cover my bulge. 


A permanent thing, I figure. This effect she has on me. 


“I think you might’ve tripped a fuse,” Fitz says loudly, 
interrupting us and walking through with an assortment of 
tools he’s sorting through. 


“Humph!” he mutters to himself as he passes closest to me, 
making sure I can hear him. 


But I’m not worried anymore. 


“What if it was?” I ask her, looking up now I know we’re 
alone. Fitz has made his way down to the basement and I 
have Faith all to myself for a few minutes. 


And from the look in her eyes, a whole lot longer after that. 


I have a lot I want to tell her, but at the same time, I feel 
nervous suddenly. 


She knows I’ve been watching her and now she’s 
embarrassed for real, I can tell. 


I want her to know I liked what I saw, but with doughboy 
sniffing around, I figure it’s best to wait until he’s gone. 


“Your Dad’s not the only one who wanted to make sure you 
had an eye kept on you,” is all I tell her for now, grinning 
like a maniac as she keeps blushing and shifting on her feet 
until Fitz announces he’s saved the day. 


Her air conditioner is working again. 
I figured it was a fuse though. 
I could’ve fixed it in a second. 


As quick as she was to apologize and get him upstairs, Faith 
wastes no time in finding the check her Dad left for him and 
bundles him straight back out of the house. 


“TIl be sure and tell your Dad I met your friend, as well,” he 
says quietly to her before she closes the door in his face. 


She gives a smile before she starts to gnaw at her lip again. 
She’s as anxious as I am, I’m sure of it. 


Anxious about the fact we might not have as much time in 
this house alone as we’d both like. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


F aith 


Nobody’s ever seen me naked. 
I don’t even like seeing myself naked, 


The thought of a man like Noah, spending not just a second 
but a whole night, watching me shower and then sleep on 
top of my sheets without a stitch on. 


It terrifies me on one hand, but on the other, it makes me so 
wet that I almost want to show him everything all over 
again, right here in the hallway. 


Judging by the size of that tent pole he has stuffed down the 
front of his jeans, I’m guessing he likes what he saw. 


I mean, he has to have, right? 


My damned lip. I’m gonna chew right through the whole 
thing if I don’t watch it. 


There'll be nothing left for Noah to kiss. Nothing left for me 
to wrap around his huge, fat- 


“Faith?” Noah asks, his brows raised, motioning his head 
towards the sound of the phone ringing. 


Snapped from my fantasies yet again, I stumble to the 
kitchen, grabbing the phone as I try to even begin to 
consider my next move with Noah. 


If there was ever a real-life, cartoon puff of smoke with a 
‘poof’ sound, it’s right over my head when I answer that 
damned phone. 


“Faith? What’s going on? I just had Fitz call me, he’s all 
worked up, saying you have a strange man in the house. Do 
I need to send Sheriff Brodie over, and why didn’t you call 
me? I was trying your cell half of last night and all this 
morning...” 


If Dad does one thing, beyond anything else exceptionally 
well, it’s preaching. 


Whether to his flock or to his daughter, to the guy pumping 
gas, or to the folks trying to win an argument, he can ask a 
million questions in one go and always leave you feeling 
guilty. 


No matter what you’ve been doing, and so far. As far as I 
can tell. I haven’t done anything with Noah. 

Not a single thing. 

Except maybe lean up against him a little... 

I take a breath to answer, but he’s still going. 


When he’s at home when he has me in his sights and knows 
everything’s fine, he’s an angel. But when Dad has to leave 
me alone, or if he’s someplace he knows he can’t get to me, 
he worries like nothing else and like today of all days, I just 
know he’s gonna be a pain in the ass. 


“T knew I should’ve gotten out of this conference, but how 
could I? It’s only to apply for funding in next year’s 
budget...” 


Closing my eyes for a moment, I only open them once I 
sense Noah’s heavy step in the kitchen. 


My heart leaps in my chest as if my Dad can actually see 
down the phone, knowing he’s right in the room with me. 


“It’s fine, Daddy.” I hear myself tell him, the same tone I 
always used when calling him from college. 


I know he worries, and it’s only because he cares. 


“Noah’s not a strange man,” I continue, suddenly sounding 
defensive as I try to answer all of Dad’s questions in one go. 


“Oh, Noah is it?” he exclaims, and I can tell I’ve only upset 
him even more. 


As if sensing my bind, Noah takes the phone from me and 
giving me a short little smile, takes charge as he talks to my 
Dad himself. 


I feel my stomach drop, I have to cover my mouth to stop 
the croaking sound from being broadcast across thirteen 
states. 


“Pastor Holding? I’m Noah Templeton...” 


This is it, this is what the end of my life feels like. My 
fantasy man has climbed down from the tree, come into my 
house and now he’s talking to my Dad. Brilliant! 


“...Well I have to agree sir, and I can only thank you in 
advance for your daughter’s hospitality. See, my truck 
broke down yesterday, right out the front of your place and 
I was only hoping, after sleeping rough last night that I 
might be able to get some gas, or make a phone call to- Oh, 


you don’t mind? Well, that’s swell, sir! Sure, lll put her 
back on.” 


Noah winks at me, his huge hand covering the headset as 
he passes it to me, making sure his arm brushes my chest 
as he does so, making me gasp and shiver. 


I sit on a stool by the phone, absently twirling the cord and 
biting my lip again as I feel my legs open automatically. 


Opening wide for Noah who only leans back against the 
wall, nodding his approval. 


If Dad can preach, Noah just might be the devil or my 
conscience, and right now I know which one I want. 


The change in Dad’s voice is like magic as if a few words 
from Noah himself have changed everything. 


That effect he has on me? I think it must be catching 
because Dad orders me to help Noah out, “Give him 
whatever he needs, honey. Gosh! I mean, it’s why we’re 
there isn’t it? To help those in need?” 


“Anything he wants.” I hear myself saying, licking my lips 
now as Noah takes a deep breath in, his eyes running up 
and down me like I want his hands to, all over me and only 
stopping long enough at certain points to make them stiffer 
or wetter. 


By the time I hang up, my hands are trembling, I can’t even 
remember saying goodbye to Dad or when he said he’s 
coming back. 


Noah’s moving closer to me now, so close I can feel his thick 
legs pushing mine further apart, heat pouring from his 
body and making me gasp for more of whoever the hell it is 
he’s carrying. 


“Daddy said to-” I start to stammer, but his finger is on my 
lips. 


“I know what he said,” he croons, shifting his finger only 
long enough to trace some hair back behind my ear. 


“Give Noah whatever he needs,” he says slowly, his deep, 
gravelly voice emphasizing each word as his eyes stray to 
my chest again, which I know may as well just have ‘fuck 
me’ written across my stiff nipples. 


I want Noah to touch me, more than just with a single 
finger. I want him to grab me and bend me over the 
breakfast counter, but he stops as suddenly as he started. 


Taking a step back and by now showing me just how turned 
on he really is, I can make out the whole shape of his thick 
cock through his jeans, a dark patch right at the tip which 
makes me groan just from looking at it. 


“And right now,” he announces softly, making his way 
behind the kitchen counter. “I think we both need a little 
breakfast, you didn’t eat last night, did you?” he scolds me, 
wagging a finger, but I’m only craning my neck to see over 
the counter. 


Hopelessly fascinated by him and now his body, that huge 
dick. 


The whole man. 


I try to shake my head, try to tell him I couldn’t eat, but I 
know he’s right. 


“First we'll eat. And then? Well. Then we can see about 
getting Noah whatever he needs,” he says with a curl of his 


lip. 


I lean back against the wall, helpless. 


Almost reaching up for something, a shower curtain to grab 
hold of and pull down, hearing the rings pop off the rail as I 
feel myself fall under his spell completely. 


The man’s just gone and fucked me without even laying 
more than a single finger on me, the rest is just from his 
words. From his presence. 


From the sight of his glorious body in our kitchen, 
promising me something I crave, but only after he’s fed me 
so he knows Ill be strong enough to take what I know he 
wants to give me. 


That thing I’ve already given him in my mind, in my heart. 


I know I’m his now, and it’s no use trying to figure out ways 
around anyone finding out. 


Noah Templeton is a man who knows what he wants. 


And for whatever reason, it’s me he wants. Boring old, 
chubby Faith Holding. 


The girl nobody ever even looked at in college unless it was 
to poke fun at her. 


“Anything I can do?” I finally manage after watching him set 
to work with the efficiency of a professional chef. 


“Only eat what I put in front of you, and all of it,” he says in 
a firm tone; his dark eyes only lifting from his work long 
enough to meet mine, making me stab my head in 
obedience, promising myself lll do just that. 


And a hell of a lot more. 


God knows how the man’s huge. But I promise. I promise 
you, Noah, TIl eat up every morsel you serve up. 


CHAPTER SIX 


N oah 


I could take her right now, I know I could. 


If she’d just give herself to me, tell me what I need to hear 
so badly. 


But there’s something so sweet about her, about her 
company and her girlish interest in me. 


I know it’s maybe a bit selfish, but I kinda like the attention 
she’s giving me and I want to get to know her as much as I 
want to do everything else. 


Plus now I know we have some more time, why can’t we 
enjoy each other’s company? And I’m famished, Faith didn’t 
eat last night and I can’t remember the last time I ate. 


Even though everything I really want to eat is sitting right 
here opposite from me, but we both need the nourishment 
of a different kind if we’re going to survive what I hope we 
both have in mind for dessert. 


I ask her about her Dad, family. It’s just the two of them and 
I leave it at that, I can see Faith doesn’t want to talk about it 


much. 


It’s obvious being the Preacher’s Daughter is no picnic at 
times. 


Like now being one of those times. 


“What about you?” she asks me bluntly. “That story you 
spun my Dad, that true?” 


I frown, taken aback. 
“Of course it is,” I tell her. “I’m not gonna lie to a preacher.” 
She smiles, trying not to laugh, but I’m serious. 


Stirring the eggs to a scramble, I tell her again, “It’s the 
truth Faith, like me watching you, wanting to watch over 
you. I’ll tell you the truth, always.” I remind her. 


She falls silent, suddenly shy again, nervous. Her body 
language tells me she’s unsure of so many things, but the 
sight of a healthy portion of good food in front of both of us 
breaks the tension a little and we start to eat in relative 
silence. 


Until she gets up the courage to ask me. 


“You really watched me, watched over me all night?” she 
asks, looking at me sideways. 


“Uh huh,” I grunt, shoveling egg, steak, and tomato into my 
mouth, wishing already I’d made more. 


“And... did you like what you saw?” she asks, finally. 


And there it is. The real reason she’s so shy, a little 
reserved, and maybe a lot uptight. 


I figure being a Preacher’s daughter doesn’t entail putting 
on live nude shows for guys in trees. At least, I’d hope it 


doesn’t. 


I growl my reply, letting my eyes do the talking in reply, 
already feeling myself growing thick to attention again at 
the fresh memory of her laid out like that. 


The lightning flashing across her curves, the thick lines of 
her thighs as they split wide as she tossed and turned. That 
single hand of hers straying between her legs as she 
moaned something in her sleep. 


Yeah, I liked what I saw. Still do. 
More than anything. 
More than a million dollars. 


“Everything alright?” she asks suddenly, noting my change 
in mood as I remember the case. The importance of it. 


Needing to keep it close. 
Supposed to be on the damned road with it right now. 


I crease a smile and nod, reaching across to her, cupping 
her chin in my fingers again. 


“Perfect,” I tell her. “Just perfect.” 


She looks away, too shy to ask her next question, but I 
prompt her with a stab of my chin. 


“Then... if you like it so much, why haven’t you...?” she 
starts to say, drifting off, too ashamed to ask the whole 
question. 


“Because,” I tell her in a loud, firm voice. “Because once I 
start with any of that, Faith. I’m never gonna stop. 
Understand? If I touch you like that if I kiss you, I’ll be lost 
and I won’t be able to stop. Not ever.” 


I hear her knife and fork dropping onto her plate, she 
swoons so hard I think she might come of her chair. 


But she doesn’t. 


“And what about me, Faith? What would you want with an 
older guy like me, huh? You could have any guy you wanted. 
You’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen. Why should I just 
assume that I can do whatever I want with you? Who’s to 
say you’d even have me?” I ask her, trying to sound as 
forward as I can without using the biological terms. 


The words for her soft shape, her wet areas that are pulsing 
through my mind at a million miles a minute. 


I guess I feel a little hesitant myself as well, not because of 
who I am, but like I just told her, she could have any man in 
the world eating out of her hand. 


I just want to be that man, above all else and I need her to 
tell me it’s what she wants before I claim what’s rightfully 
mine. 


Faith collects herself, picks up her knife and fork, not 
blushing now, it’s more a look of someone who has the same 
feeling I’ve had swelling in my pants since yesterday. 


“You’re just pulling my leg,” she says finally. A little 
resignation in her voice, like she’s convinced herself in her 
mind of something the complete opposite of what I just 
spelled out for her. 


Or, maybe she’s playing hard to get? 
Either way, I can’t tell still if she really wants me or not. 


I feel just as confused as she looked a few moments ago. I 
feel a stab of hurt too. 


We both finish eating and I still want more. 


More food, more of Faith’s conversation, just more of her in 
general. 


“What’s the real Noah Templeton story then?” she asks, 
finally breaking an awkward silence. 


“T know you said you broke down, right out front here, but 
what else? Where are you from? What is it exactly you do?” 
she asks, reminding me again of everything she’s made me 
forget so easily so far. 


I wished I’d met her twenty years ago. 


Pushing my plate forward, eyeing the coffee machine, I 
shrug and blow a long breath out. 


“What’s to tell?” I halfwonder out loud. “I thought I made 
things pretty clear, owning up to breaking down, watching 
over you all night. My past? What do I do? That’s not 
something I think I wanna go into right now, because it 
doesn’t matter,” I tell her firmly but politely. 


She looks away. “Because to be honest Faith, it feels like my 
whole life started last night. Everything that happened 
before that is just a foggy dream. A bad memory,” I add 
truthfully. 


Glancing at the coffee machine again, she reads my mind 
and gets up to fix us some, taking my plate along the way. 


I try to protest, but she won’t have it. 


“You just sit there, mister,” she says with mock seriousness. 
“You made breakfast, J’/] get the coffee and clean up a 
little.” 


I want to go over to her, to take her in my arms, but I have 
to content myself with just watching her from behind, 
moving about the kitchen and giving me short little glances 
until she’s done. 


The more I watch her, the more I notice her starting to 
unravel. 


It’s a little tremor at first, a couple of deep breaths to 
steady herself, but by the time she’s trying to pour the 
heavy pot of hot coffee, I notice how bad she’s shaking. 


How much she needs it. 


“Oh, Noah!” she gasps, almost falling into my arms as I 
grab ahold of her with one hand and rest the hot coffee on 
the counter with the other. 


“Noah,” she whimpers, her eyes starting to flutter and her 
legs going out from under her. 


n 


“I want you to... I need you to...” she pleads suddenly, 
begging me to touch her, to kiss, to do something. 


My lips over hers drawing a long, deep moan from both of 
us. Her hands grab at my face then my bulging crotch as 
she continues to whimper, shivering like she’s about to- 


“Oh no, you don’t!” I caution her. “There’s plenty of that 
coming. You’ll finish when I say you can understand?” I 
demand, feeling her head bobbing as I kiss her again, 
harder, letting my hand roam where it wants; right between 
her legs making it impossible for her to hold on like I just 
told her to. 


I’ve never heard my own name said with such emotion, so 
full of need. 


It’s like a switch inside me flips, making me so hard I feel 
like bursting myself. 


Her weightless body sags into me and although I would 
have been content with that first kiss, I can tell this is kind 
of an emergency. 


The sounds she’s making, the movement of her shivering 
body in my arms as she tears at her own clothes, it’s like 
she’s been possessed. 


We both have been, and I realize too that half the sounds 
I’m hearing are my own. 


I have the cure though, I can draw it from her and make 
her whole again. I can give it back to her, making her mine. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


F aith 


The whole room spins until I realize it’s Noah picking me up 
as if I weigh nothing in his arms. 


I’m moaning like a wounded animal, clawing at my clothes 
now. Instead of feeling shy and unsure, I only want one 
thing and from the sounds Noah makes, he knows exactly 
what that is. 


He pauses at the bottom of the stairs, which seem to spin 
like my whole world right now, and I manage to shake my 
head. 


I can’t even wait for him to climb them, I want him climbing 
on top of me. 


Right. Freaking. Now. 


Sensing this, Noah swiftly moves into the lounge and tosses 
me onto the huge leather couch, making me growl louder, 
twisting my whole body and lifting my shirt off, wanting him 
to be the one who pulls down my tracks pants. 


In seconds, after he’s nodded with supreme satisfaction at 
the sight of my naked chest up close, he’s on his knees 
between my legs, tugging the gray sweats off me. 


His hands are huge, and although not rough they have a 
coarseness that a real man’s hands would. A man who’s 
used to working with them, and not afraid to get them dirty. 


He groans as his palms slide up the inside of my smooth, 
thick thighs. “Fuck, you’re so smooth, Faith. Like silk.” 


My head tilts back and I reach out for him, jerking and 
shuddering as his hand brushes the fine hair on my 
saturated mound for the very first time. 


I gasp louder, hooking my legs around him. Trying to 
anyway. The man’s a mountain and makes me feel tiny for 
the first time in my life. 


I struggle to focus, but I know he wants me to see him 
looking me over. 


He wants me to see the effect I have on him as he runs his 
hands from my thighs and center all the way up to my chest 
and back down to my thighs again. 


After a few passes like this, I know I’m about to burst. 
Whatever it is inside me he’s awoken is about to explode, 
and when his thick finger starts to tease my proud nipples, I 
have to warn him. 


“Not until I say you can remember Faith?” he cautions but 
giving me instant relief by thrusting his head down. 


His whole mouth covering my drenched sex in a moment as 
he inhales me and tastes all of me for the first time as well. 


It’s nothing like I imagined it would be. 


It’s a million times better. 


A billion times better. 


His hair is soft and thick in my fingers, and I grip it if only to 
stop myself from lifting right off the couch as he masterfully 
engages every inch of my center with his tongue, mouth, 
and even that scratchy stubble that seems to hit the right 
spot too. 


His massive hands grip my ass, lifting me up so he can press 
his whole face deeper into me as he makes those deep, 
satisfied sounds that resonate right through me in tune 
with my own rising climax. 


I know he told me I can only come when he says so, but- 


Reading my mind, and sensing it so obviously himself, I feel 
his head nodding as I hold onto him so hard it feels like I 
might pull his hair right out by the roots. 


“I want you to come for me, Faith,” he growls. “Come in 
mouth, on my face. Come for me now, Faith. Promise 
yourself to me!” 


His words are like a spell that opens the floodgates of 
everything I’ve fought to hold back. 


Not only for the past few hours but for my whole life. 


Every moment of sensual fantasy, feeling, and repressed 
urge is suddenly let out in a single series of waves that 
wash over my whole body. 


Noah’s hands knead my rear and then spread me open 
upfront even more as I keep coming, just like I know he 
wants me to. 


It feels like I can’t stop and his firm grip assures me that it’s 
not only alright, but it’s even more than he expected from 
me. 


I know I’ve made him very happy, as well as myself. 


Some sort of invisible parachute eventually opens, and I feel 
myself floating back down to earth. Back to the couch and 
back into Noah’s strong hands. 


The ripples of pleasure pulse through me still, a little less 
intense and less frequently until I finally feel myself able to 
breathe again, with Noah lifting his face to mine and kissing 
me with such intensity it almost restarts the whole feeling 
all over again. 


I can taste him and I can taste myself in his mouth and on 
his face, my hand strokes his perfect jaw and he smiles. 


“You’re perfect. Faith. You did great.” 


I feel a little shooting stab of anxiety, completely forgetting 
that there’s one thing I haven’t told Noah. 


I’m a prude, maybe. But I know what guys want. And after 
oral comes you-know-what. 


I gasp again, feeling the sheer size and thickness of Noah’s 
dick against me, still straining through his jeans. 


He starts to unzip himself, and although I have no idea what 
I’m doing, I have to see it. 


I yearn to touch it and feel it gliding over me. 


He groans loudly, his huge member bobbing free from its 
denim prison, a clear line of warmth as I use both hands to 
grip it by instinct more than anything else. 


It’s so hot and thick, throbbing in my hand but the large 
rounded tip is so smooth. Like nothing else, I’ve ever felt, 
and each natural stroke I start to employ draws such a 
sound from the man that I know I’ve found another way to 
make him truly happy. 


“T wanna fuck you, Faith. Take you until you come on my 
dick like you did in my mouth just now,” he murmurs, 
nibbling my neck. 


His hips are rotating and his powerful legs are spreading 
mine wider apart, making me moan again too. 


“T.. Te" 


It’s impossible, I can’t ruin this moment, not for Noah and 
not for myself. 


It’s my big chance. 
What are you doing? Give yourself to him ya big dummy! 


“What is it, baby?” he asks, breathless, the smooth tip of his 
heat circling my wet hole. 


But I clench up, pulling myself away from him, wishing the 
couch could swallow me whole instead. 


“I’m a virgin,” I confess. And promptly burst into tears. 


I feel him relaxing over me, lifting some of his weight off 
and giving me some air. 


I reach out for him, not wanting him to break our skin on 
skin contact. 


Not wanting to lose him either. 
Oh! Why did I tell him, now he'll never want me. 


It feels like my body shaking with sobs until I realize that 
Noah’s actually chuckling softly to himself. 


Not laughing at me though, laughing at my silliness. 


“T know you are, Faith. At least, I hoped you would be,” he 
says, wiping a tear away and brushing my hair back, kissing 
me gently again. 


“If it’s too soon, we can wait. I guess I just thought...” he 
says, his brow going up as he looks me over once again. 


“T want to, I really do,” I squeal, gripping him harder by his 
shirt and pulling him closer, on top of me again. 


“Its just.. Oh! I don’t even know what it is, Noah. 
Everything’s just happening so fast,” I tell him honestly, 
trying to even find the words, to sum up how I feel. 


“Tt’s alright,” he tells me again, his voice is deep but soft 
now. Smooth, like his hands’ movement on me, gently 
stroking me to calm me down now instead of trying to 
excite me. 


“This is just what you do to me,” he says, and I grip hold of 
as much of his fat cock in my hand as I can, making him 
take a sharp breath in. 


“See?” he asks, smiling. “I have so much of this I want to 
give you, Faith. But I want you to want it too. You have to be 
ready.” 


I must have a puzzled look on my face. 


“You’re gonna be mine, Faith. In every way. I’m not 
interested in just sex. I want you, all of you and all the time, 
always. Forever,” he says with more determination in his 
voice. 


With authority. 


If it were anyone else, I’d be worried, maybe even a little 
scared. But with Noah, anything he says or does is just 
right. It always feels so right and I can’t help but agree with 
him. 


Even though it does sound like something that would give 
my Dad a heart attack. 


“Just tell me,” he says again. “Just tell me you’re mine and 
nobody else’s, not ever. I'll be your first and you'll be my 
only from now on.” 


I feel my head nodding, my breath trying to sigh as it 
catches at the same time. 


“I’m yours, Noah Templeton. All yours,” I finally manage 
and we both sink deeper into the soft leather, creaking from 
our hot wetness underneath. 


The storm I thought had passed announces itself anew 
overhead, and a deep roll of thunder sees me clutching 
Noah even tighter. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


N oah 


It’s the biggest relief, and not just the one I catch in my 
mouth. 


Knowing she’s a virgin and knowing there’s nobody else 
except me and her. 


Pd kinda hoped she would be. I mean, an unmarried 
Preacher’s daughter? 


I wonder if I can wait that long though. 


Would the old man even approve? I doubt it. Sweet talking 
to him on the phone is one thing when he thinks I’m only 
stopping by for gas and maybe a cup of coffee. 


Claiming his only daughter as my own, right here on his 
couch in his living room. That’s an entirely different thing 
altogether. 


“What are you thinking about?” she finally asks. 


We’ve been bundled up on the couch for a while now. My 
stiff member pressing into her belly and side when she 


shifts, making her purr and distracting me to no end. 


“T’m just wondering how long we’ve got. Like this I mean,” I 
tell her point-blank. 


She frowns and I can tell she’s been thinking the exact 
same thing. 


“Dad’s due back tomorrow, maybe the next day at the 
latest,” she sighs, patting my chest and telling me not to 
think about it. 


But it’s like an invisible clock is already ticking. 


I had to rush to make my way to her, to stake my claim. 
Now I feel like I need to double-time to seal the deal 
properly, to truly make her mine. 


To claim her as my own. Not an easy thing to do if her 
Preacher Dad gets here or decides to come home early. 


The idea makes me itchy. I get up from the couch, suddenly 
feeling like we need to move. 


Like I don’t want to just wait around for the next 
interruption or thing to interfere with our plans, with us. 


“What is it, Noah?” she asks again. “We’ve got time, come 
back down here or maybe you wanna go lay down on my 
bed? The air conditioner’s fixed now,” she coos. 


But as tempting as it is, I can’t relax. Not until I know she’s 
all mine and we don’t have to be tied to her Daddy’s house, 
or his rules. 


Rules I’m sure he has, and rules I’m sure we’ve already 
broken a dozen of just in the past hour. 


I wince a little as I zip myself back up, but take my shirt off. 
I leave my boots on, something about having them on now 
feels right. In case I need to grab her and run. 


It’s the case that’s doing this. 


I look over to the doorway, sighing bitterly as I kick myself 
for letting it out of my sight for as many times in two days 
now. 


“What is it, Noah?” Faith asks again. “Is it me, did I do 
something wrong?” 


I smile at her. “You could never do anything wrong, Faith. 
I’m sorry,” I tell her, going back to her and leaning over to 
kiss her. 


“T just have a few things on my mind, things I somehow 
managed to forget all about once I saw you yesterday.” 


She looks worried. “You’re not in any kind of trouble, are 
you?” 

I frown, shaking my head. “No, I’m not in any trouble. Only 
with your Dad once he finds out.” 


I chuckle to myself about it, but my words have the opposite 
effect on Faith, who suddenly turns so pale I think she’s 
about to be sick. 


I slide down next to her, my weight pushing her up at least 
six inches as I put my arm around her. 


“T was only kidding, Faith. You’re an adult aren’t you?” I 
ask, feeling a little nervous suddenly myself. 


“I’m twenty-two,” she says, patting my knee and putting 
that one to bed at least. 


“But, oh I don’t know,” she says, sinking back and joining 
me in my strange mood. 


Not unhappy but not a hundred percent sure of what to do 
next either. 


“I can’t stay here, Faith. Not for long and not once your Dad 
gets back.” I tell her, opting for the truth instead of fairy 
tales. 


Neither of us has time for that. 


“T know,” she whines. “But I’m not letting you leave without 
me,” she finally says, sounding about as sure as I’ve heard 
her so far. 


“Good girl,” I reply, kissing the top of her head. “But I’m not 
sure-” 


That damned phone rings again, making us jump. 


It’s an old Bakelite thing, weighs a ton, and rings like a level 
crossing. 


Looking at each other, we both know who it is. I stand 
again, ready to go answer but Faith is out of her seat like a 
shot and in three steps she’s out of sight as I hear her 
answering the phone. 


I feel myself chewing my own lip now, a bad habit I know 
I’ve just caught from Faith. 


It’s not comforting, but it gives me something else to do as I 
try to think of what to do next. 


Picking up the case and bringing it into the lounge, if only 
to feel I’m still doing what I’m supposed to - move the 
damned thing, I can hear Faith in the kitchen. 


I don’t think it’s her Dad, after all, probably just both of us 
feeling a little guilty. 


One of us anyway, I’ve got no regrets so far, except maybe 
wishing I’d taken her away first thing. 


But I also know she doesn’t want to leave, not really. 


Home for me right now is my truck, so I totally get that 
home for Faith can have a different meaning from my own. 


Hearing her tone getting upset, I move towards the kitchen, 
pushing the case under the coffee table with my foot as I go. 


“Its none of your damned business, that’s why!” she 
exclaims before hanging the heavy phone up with a clang. 


I wince at the sound and feel a separate feeling, a thrill 
running through me as I watch Faith’s temper first hand. 


She’s sexy as all hell when she’s mad. 
I like that a Jot. 


“What are you smiling about?” she snaps, her face flushed 
and her still naked chest heaving as I scan her whole body, 
feeling my two day old hard on getting just a little harder 
still in my pants. 


“Well!?” she shouts, and I can’t help it, I grab her with open 
arms, smothering her and peppering her with so many 
kisses until she finally laughs too. 


“Who was it?” I ask, only holding her far enough away to 
see her eyes as they flash with fresh anger at the question. 


“That idiot, Fitz! He’s damn well told the whole town you’re 
here alone with me by now. Said he told my Dad too, no 
wonder Dad was acting so weird.” 


I stop my clowning, the definite mental image of an old 
Southern style lynching springs to mind. 


“Who'd he tell?” I ask her, borrowing all her seriousness 
now as she seems to relax a little under my touch. 


She shrugs. “I dunno, I told him to go to hell you heard me. 
I just know Fitz. He’s such a sticky beak, worse than an old 


woman. If he’s told my Dad, I can only imagine who else 
knows by now.” 


I don’t like it. A part of me would rather it was her Dad 
calling back, not some pig faced kid sticking that trough- 
scraping snout of his into my business. 


Our business. 


“D’you think he’ll come back?” I ask, not worried if he does 
but only needing to know if I should keep an ear out. 


She shakes her head. “Nah. I think you gave him enough of 
a scare earlier, plus he knows once he gets me mad, his life 
won't be worth living if he does anything too stupid.” 


I feel my lip curling. “How well do you know this guy?” I 
ask, getting another attack of that defensive, fist-balling 
feeling that makes me suddenly want to slam anything that 
comes near my girl. 


“Not as well as I know you, Noah Templeton,” she says, 
curtly, distracting me perfectly by grabbing my hand and 
slipping it between her legs. 


“Now come help hose me down in the shower before I have 
to have your face between my legs again.” 


I growl with enthusiasm, instantly forgetting again. 
Forgetting the case. 
Forgetting the little pig-nosed repairman. 


Forgetting her Dad and the whole town that knows I’m here 
by now. 


There’s something in her touch, when her skin’s against 
mine, it just makes me forget everything else. 


And I just know I have the same effect on her. 


That much I can tell already, my job, the reason I’m here so 
far at the back of my mind now, I couldn’t care. 


My only interest is what she’s just said. 


Shower and her. The two words in the same sentence are 
instant amnesia for me. 


I watch her from behind as she leads me up those stairs 
again, this time to her room for a very different reason. 


It’s hot now, the sun higher in the cloudy sky and a definite 
moist heat in the air. 


Something we’re both glad to escape for a long while under 
the cool jets of her shower. 


CHAPTER NINE 


F aith 


Totally naked, under a cool shower with Noah. His rock 
hard body has deep tan lines, with the most sensitive areas 
only a shade lighter. 


It’s the only time Ill see him with his boots off too, he warns 
me, making me feel smaller again but still flabby by 
comparison. 


He fills half the bathroom let alone the tub shower I have 
but we move around enough to get plenty of cool water 
over us both and often enough to take the edge off the 
rising heat of the day. 


“Does that thing ever go down?” I ask, gripping his 
thickness again before realizing it’s a little insensitive of 
me, seeing as I closed the pussy window not that long ago. 


But the man’s self-control is as powerful as his whole body, 
he just shrugs and smiles. 


“Anything against you feels great, Faith. We don’t have to... 
you know. We can just do other stuff, like this. It’s nice,” he 


says as he holds me closer, pressing his member right up 
against me and moaning as it starts to slip up and down 
between my thick breasts. 


I want to do a hundred things with Noah, but somehow 
going all the way under my Dad’s roof feels like bad luck 
somehow. 


Bad luck for me if my Dad ever found out, that’s for 
starters. 


But I want Noah to feel a hundred percent comfortable too, 
and I can tell he’s got more than just me and my Dad’s 
house on his mind. 


I know he doesn’t want to stay, he said he can’t. As much as 
I try to push it to the back of my mind, I slowly start to 
prepare myself for the truth. 


The facts. 


I know I won't be able to stay here and let Noah go 
anywhere without me now. Not now and not ever, I want 
him to claim me properly and I think we both silently know 
that doing that here isn’t gonna work. 


As nice as it might be, it just wouldn’t work for either of us. 


Enough time under the water and Noah points out how 
wrinkly I’m getting. I feel tired too, like the whole day and a 
half since yesterday is suddenly too much on top of another 
sultry afternoon of weather I still haven’t gotten used to. 


My college was on the East coast, but it was a good twenty 
degrees cooler there when I left. 


“Pm gonna dry you off and lay you down, Faith. You look 
beat. Don’t go pretending you can go all day on my 
account,” Noah tells me, a matter of fact. 


I feel silly that he can read my mood so easily, whereas he 
really does look like he could go all day, and then some. 


“Will you lay down with me?” I ask him, gasping and 
moaning lightly as he brushes me delicately from head to 
toe with my towel. 


“Of course I will,” he whispers in my ear, kissing it. “I think 
you have that little spoon look about you right about now.” 


The air conditioner does work, and setting it just right, 
Noah is true to his word and snuggles up behind me as I 
ease back into his nakedness with my own, wondering if PU 
ever be able to put clothes on when he’s around ever again. 


It just feels so natural to be naked with him, having him 
hold me like this. Telling me how much I turn him on. 


The one thing I’ve been meaning to ask him plays on my 
lips. I half ask the question a couple of times and almost 
hear his prompting me, but I fall asleep almost instantly. 


A rumble of thunder that should wake me doesn’t. 


It’s not feeling Noah spooning me that makes me awake 
with a start, clutching the sheets to my bare chest and 
shivering. 


I’m terrified for a moment that I might have dreamt the 
whole thing. The light outside, my nakedness after my 
shower. It’s all so much like it was last night. 


Except there’s no Noah. 


No feeling of his powerful eyes watching me. 


I leap out of the bed, the pleasant ache between my legs 
reminding me that I haven’t dreamt any of it, but where is 
he? 


I call out for him, wondering if he’s just using the bathroom 
or maybe getting something to eat from downstairs. 


I wrap myself in my Japanese robe, feeling it cling to me 
once the stuffiness of the rest of the house hits me. 


“Noah?” I go from room to room, then back upstairs, even 
calling out back from my window for him, half-imagining 
he’s climbed back up his tree. 


But he’s gone. 


Having an idea, I rush downstairs, knowing he wouldn’t 
leave without that old beat-up case. I saw he had it by the 
door when he arrived, but it’s gone now too. 


It feels like something’s hit me in my chest. Like I can’t 
breathe properly. 


A horrible ache spreads from my heart and lungs, filling my 
stomach with a sick feeling that only makes me want to cry. 


And I do, I start to cry like I’ve never cried in my life. 


What starts as a dry croak disappears into a vacant, 
howling sound as I curl up on the couch, hugging a pillow 
and still smelling him on it I cry a little harder. 


Different shakes now, different sounds from my body. 
Different feelings from the same place he made me feel so 
special just a few hours before. 


I don’t want to believe it, I can’t. 


He said he wanted me to promise myself to him and I did. 
He wouldn’t just leave. 


He just wouldn’t. 


But he has, and the only sound apart from the heaving sigh 
of thunder outside is the clock on the mantle, all drowned 
out by my own sobs once they take hold. 


I cry until I can’t cry anymore until the need to know what’s 
happened is stronger than my own misery. 


Hauling myself off the couch, I make my way to the kitchen, 
struggling to remember Fitz’s number. 


I just can’t remember though. Try as I might, I just can’t. 


Against my instincts, I call the only number I know by heart, 
my Dad’s cell. 


Mine’s upstairs somewhere, probably still tucked in my 
backpack, dead. 


He answers almost straight away and as soon as I hear his 
voice I know this was a stupid idea. 


He can tell I’m crying before I even say two words. 


“What is it, Faith? What’s happened?” he asks before I can 
even put a sentence together. 


Taking a breath to try and ask him if he knows anything 
somehow, he speaks right over me. 


Preacher. 


“Pm glad you rang Faith, are you alright? I want you to 
make sure and lock all the doors and windows. I spoke to 
Fitz... and a few other folks, including Sheriff Brodie. 
Apparently, there’s an armed gang on the loose, held up a 
bank truck across the state line... man on the loose around 
our way isn’t unlikely.” 


I bolt upright, feeling a new edge of excitement replacing 
my sadness straight away. 


Noah, a fugitive running from a heist? 


I don’t know why, but the very idea sets my heart racing 
again, a smile spreads across my face and I start to 
machine-gun my Dad with questions, turning the tables on 
him a little. 


Okay, a lot. 


I almost squeal with delight as I consider the possibilities. 
Nothing this exciting ever happens to me, let alone in our 
town. 


“Faith?” My Dad says firmly, skipping my questions. “Now, 
tell me what happened after this stranger left this morning, 
which way did he go, and what did he look like? Sheriff 
Brodie will most likely come by and ask some questions, get 
tire prints. All that sort of thing... Faith?” 


“When are you coming home, Daddy?” I ask, ignoring his 
questions, glancing at the clock. 


“Well, I was going to leave it until tomorrow, but if this 
man’s who we think he is I'll be on the next flight home,” he 
says, sounding like he’s packing his bag as we speak. 


Making a face and clenching my jaw, I feel so helpless. Like 
I wish there was a way I could delay him coming home 
somehow. So I could go look for Noah myself. 


“You don’t need to rush back Dad, that guy’s long gone and 
if he’s a bank robber, then I’m a supermodel.” I groan, 
letting the thrill of the fantasy die again. 


He left, he had his fun and like any guy would he told me a 
bunch of crap and when he saw his out, he left. 


Simple. 


All the old feelings, everything I told myself before 
yesterday comes flooding back. 


In no time I even hear my Dad sigh, relieved. 
He can hear his daughter’s safe and she’s definitely back. 


“Well, if you think you could manage just one more night?” 
he asks. “T still haven’t even put in our budget submission... 
it’s kind of important I do that while I’m here,” he says 
meekly. 


I pretend to stifle a yawn, eyeing the keys to the old dodge 
on the rack. 


“TIl be okay Daddy. I’ve still got unpacking to do and if I see 
any strange men in trees Ill call Sheriff Brodie,” I drone. 


“Men in trees? Faith, are you sure you’re alright?” he asks, 
sounding worried again. 


“TIl be fine Dad. Just tired is all. Must be the weather, love 
you,” I tell him, sounding off and hanging up the phone. 


I groan again when I hear a truck pulling up out front, 
Sheriff Brodie must be here after all, which doesn’t surprise 
me. 


But when I look out the window, it’s not his truck at all. It’s 
a different one. 


Orange and white. 


CHAPTER TEN 


N oah 


Laying with Faith right up against me, it all clicks for me. 
This is what I want, nothing less. 


I want her all day, every day and for every other day after 
that. The details? 


Pfft I’m not interested in the details right now. 


Having the girl of my dreams up against my aching dick, 
still tasting her sweet essence in my mouth as I stroke her 
hair in her sleep. 


It doesn’t get any better than this. This is the only detail 
that matters, right here in my arms. 


I doze for a bit, but soon the noise from the air conditioning 
unit, the kind of storm that’s trying to blow outside... sooner 
than later they all start to match the old thoughts coming 
back. 


The shit I need to be doing. 


Surely I can have a day off a little rest is all? 


You’ve had two days now already. That case isn’t going to 
deliver itself. 


That damned suitcase. 


May as well have the damned thing tied around my neck it’s 
such a lead weight in my life now. Has been for a whole 
week now even though I only started out on the road 
yesterday. 


Can’t even shit without taking it with me. 


It’s safe under the table, I’m in a preacher’s house for god’s 
sake. What could possibly happen to it? 


But it keeps gnawing at me, same as knowing my truck’s 
out on the road. 


Sure it’s behind some trees, but anyone who’s looking could 
spot it easily. 


I stay still for as long as I can, still enjoying the sounds and 
feeling, the smell of Faith’s hair on my chest as she sleeps. 


Until finally, I know what I have to do. 


She hardly stirs and as much as I want to stay in her bed, I 
make my way downstairs after getting dressed to get 
started on what I actually came here for in the first place. 


There’s an old barn opposite the other side of the huge 
house, not as old as the house itself, but looks promising for 
a supply of gas and maybe even something to mend my 
radiator hose with. 


The afternoon sky is still dark with storm clouds, the odd 
large drop of rain, and roll of thunder, but it looks like it 
might blow itself out before it even starts. 


The Preacher must have a ready supply of just about 
everything anybody in need could ever ask for in the old 
barn. 


There’s plenty of gas in cans ready to go and I even find an 
old length of thick hose I know I can make do with until I 
get the truck to a shop for more proper, in-depth repairs. 


For now, it’ll get me back on the road. Get us back on the 
road, I remind myself. Certain that Faith will come with me, 
she just has to. 


Counting my blessings for the day, I make my way over and 
take maybe an hour and a half to do what’s needed to get 
the truck running again. 


Not a soul passes the house or me and my truck, so I tell 
myself I can rest easy leaving Faith alone all the way across 
the road and the suitcase still under her old man’s coffee 
table. 


If it weren’t for her Dad coming back, I could gladly hole up 
here for a long while yet, but duty calls. 


A promise is a promise. 


As if by divine providence, my truck starts with the first 
turn of the key, and I might be imagining things, but the gas 
gauge even looks to have moved some, maybe even showing 
the right amount in the tank for a change. 


I leave her running for a while, even just to convince myself 
that something actually worked for a change. 


Since coming here, since meeting Faith, it’s like my whole 
life has started to make sense. 


The day before yesterday, I would have punched anyone 
who tried to tell me things would get better and soon. 


Seemed like everything I touched up until then either 
broke, ran out, or plain didn’t happen for me. No matter 
how hard I tried, it felt like my usual magic touch had left 
me. 


That’s all changed now, I can feel it. 


Once I feel sure the truck’s feeling as happy as I do, I pull 
out from behind the trees and take a short spell up the road 
to double-check she’s not gonna overheat again before I 
turn back and pull up out front of the old plantation house. 


I see some movement in the kitchen window, and once I get 
closer to the front door, I realize I didn’t exactly plan my re- 
entry too well. 


I locked it behind me, wanting to make sure Faith was safe 
and sound but didn’t figure out how I could get back in if 
she were asleep. 


It looks like she’s up though, and I half-hope she’s making 
us something else to eat. 


I’m famished again, and even hungrier for her. 


Pushing the bell, I wait for her to open the door, but 
nothing. I ring again and then again. 


Getting worried now, I knock loudly. 


“Faith?” I call out, taking a step back to see if I can see her 
on the upper floor, but the door swings open and in a 
moment, she’s in my arms again. 


“Hey! I was jus-” 


Her hand across my face shocks me a little, and I can see at 
once that she’s not in a joking mood. 


She starts to cry again, beating on my chest and calling me 
every name under the sun. 


Names I’m surprised a Preacher’s daughter even knows, let 
alone how to use with such force. 


Finally, I grab both her wrists, and trying to calm her down, 
I guide her inside and lean against the door to close it. 


“Alright,” I tell her, “Whats wrong Faith, what’s 
happened?” 


“You! You’re what’s happened. I woke up and thought you’d 
left. I thought you’d gone for good... I was so scared... I got 
so...” her face is against my chest now, tears streaming 
from her eyes and all I can do is hold her, making soft 
sounds and just holding her while I feel like the biggest 
asshole that ever walked the earth. 


“T was just fixing the truck, baby,” I tell her. “I didn’t wake 
you because you looked so peaceful, happy.” 


“Why’d you really come back?” she spits. “Forget 
something?” her eyes move to the lounge room, the 
suitcase under the table in plain sight from where we’re 
standing. 


Furrowing my brow, I remind her, “I didn’t Jeave in the first 
place, Faith. I was across the road fixing my truck.” 


But I can see that once she’s wound up like this, just like 
the weather, she'll have to blow herself out. 


I can only do the best I can, be here for her until she calms 
down. 


But boy, she really is wound up. 
I wonder what happened since I went out. 


She has another round of words for me before she starts to 
calm down a little. 


“Why are you all covered in grease?” she asks. “You smell 
like oil and gasoline.” 


Trying not to roll my eyes, I calmly re-tell her how I was 
across the road, fixing my truck. I hadn’t left, only gone 
over to repair the truck and put some gas in it. 


The change in her is instant. 
“So, you didn’t leave me?” 


“No,” I say calmly. “I left the house, but only to fix my 
truck.” 


For the tenth time, Faith, I didn’t leave you! 


“Faith, what happened, tell me,” I ask her again in a more 
commanding tone. 


“It’s my Dad, he’s coming back. He said... The sheriff...” 


She starts to sob again, wringing her hands as she starts to 
pace. 


“Faith, you’re not making any sense, what the hell 
happened?” I demand from her, gripping her by the elbows, 
almost shouting at her now. 


“They’re coming for you... they’ll find you and they’ll take 
you away...” she says softly, her voice trailing off as her eyes 
move past me, staring blankly at the case in the lounge 
room. 


She looks alright, but I’m wondering if something 
happened, maybe she fell or has something wrong with her 
I don’t know about yet. 


Either way, we'll get through it, Faith. I promise. 


Taking a different tactic, I move us both into the kitchen 
and sit her down, getting her a glass of water I sit opposite 


her, quiet for a while until I ask her slowly but firmly to tell 
me what she means. 


“What’s in that case?” she asks me, point-blank. 


I swallow hard, not knowing why she’d even ask. I thought 
it was just a plain old suitcase. 


Unless she looked inside. 
Can't. I have the key right here. 


I thumb the key in my jeans, I still have something going 
right. 


“Ts that what this is all about?” I ask her, worried how or 
even why she’d be so concerned about the case. 


“What’s in it, Noah?” she asks again, an edge to her voice I 
don’t like. 


Like she’s asking for someone else. 
“Something I have to deliver,” I tell her truthfully. 


“So, it doesn’t belong to you?” she asks, her eyes changing 
again, her shoulders sagging. 


“No. No, it doesn’t. I’m delivering it for someone. A promise 
I made them if you must know,” I tell her, not minding I’m 
showing my own irritation now. 


“Faith, I don’t know what’s happened since I went outside, 
but like I told you earlier, I have to go soon. I have 
something I need to do and I thought you were going to 
come with me.” 


I can’t see it, but can sure as hell feel it. 


An invisible wedge between us. 


If it had a shape or a face, oh, I’d say it was part Preacher 
part Sheriff and maybe even part pig-nosed repairman. 


I could tell her everything, but I don’t know if we’ve even 
got that much time. 


Plus, my past, both recent and ancient isn’t a place I like to 
revisit. 


“I mean it, Faith,” I tell her. “I want you with me, but I'll 
have to be on the road and soon.” 


CHAPTER: ELEVEN 


F aith 


Seeing Noah again, his truck behind him, and weighing it 
up against all the emotions of the past few hours. 


I freak out. 


I don’t know what happens, but I’m suddenly so mad with 
him and at the same time, I’ve never been so happy to see 
anyone in my whole life. 


I thought that truck was a stranger’s, that it was those 
fugitives my Dad was talking about. I thought they’d come 
to- 


I don’t want to ever think like that again. 


Trouble is, I end up coming off like a psycho witch from hell. 
But Noah’s so sweet, he puts up with all of it, sits me down 
until I can try to explain, but I can’t. 


It’s all too much for me to deal with. 


I don’t believe he’s a criminal, I don’t believe he’s stolen 
anything. And yet there it is, that case he takes everywhere. 


And now he won’t tell me what’s in it. 
Only tells me he has to go and he wants me with him. 


I ask him what’s in the case a third and final time. He 
doesn’t get mad, just looks hurt. 


“Faith, do you trust me?” he asks, those dark brooding eyes 
suddenly calm and clear looking. 


I feel my head nodding. “Of course, I trust you, Noah,” I tell 
him honestly, without a doubt I trust him. 


“Then trust me when I tell you that what’s in the case isn’t 
mine and I promised to deliver it to someone, with no 
questions asked,” he says firmly but calmly. 


I want to tell him all about what Dad said, to tell him the 
Sheriff will probably be here any minute, but he only puts a 
finger to his lips and then to mine before he kisses me, 
making me forget everything again. 


I forget how crazy I was just now, the magic of his lips on 
mine takes me away from everything like it really is just 
Noah and me. 


Always will be. 


On the one hand, it breaks my heart to think about just 
leaving without even seeing Dad. But when he kisses me, 
when he holds me like this, I know it’s all I really want. 


It’s all I really need. 


“I promise you, Faith,” he says, “That soon it'll be over. That 
soon it'll make sense. But for now, I just need you to trust 
me, okay?” 


I chew my lip for a moment until I realize he’s only waiting 
for me to say what I’ve already decided. 


“Of course,” I blurt out, knowing I’d go anywhere, do 
anything he asked of me. 


Not because I can’t think for myself or because I’m afraid. 
But because I love him. 

I’m not just in love with Noah Templeton. 

I know I actually do love him, mind, body, and soul. 


Wanting to tell him so, I miss my moment, and in a second 
he’s making us both something to eat. 


“Is there really time for that?” I ask, still not wanting to 
worry him with the Sheriff thing, but not wanting to hold us 
up any more than is needed either. 


“There’s always time to eat,” he says jovially, reminding me 
I need to eat as well and he wants to see me eating three 
meals a day from now on. 


Seeing Noah relaxed again, happy; it makes me relaxed and 
happy. 


Sort of. 


I want to apologize for acting so crazy just now but I know 
it wouldn’t matter. Noah takes me as I am, every mood, and 
every moment. 


I can only honor him by doing the same, and I remind 
myself to do as he just asked and trust him like a woman 
who loves him should. 


“What about my Dad?” I hear myself asking. 


More like I’m asking myself out loud. I can see his face in 
my mind, the hurt and the worry. The pain he’ll be in once 
he knows I’ve left with Noah. 


“Tt’s not like we’re going to the moon, Faith. I just have to 
drive to Louisiana, make my delivery and then we can do 
whatever you want.” 


Hearing him say it so simply takes the edge off, but I know 
my Dad won’t see it that way. 


“Tt’ll all make sense in a day or two, tops. I promise, Faith. 
When was the last time you got out anyway?” he asks me. 


“I only came back from college yesterday, been gone four 
years, only came home twice for two days at a time,” I tell 
him truthfully with a straight face. 


“Oh. Well, no harm in keeping that momentum going for 
another day or so, eh?” he asks, looking away gnawing his 
own lip now. 


He’s started to do what I do. I never noticed him do that 
before. 


I wonder what other habits we'll pick up from each other. 


A couple of days? I think even my Dad should be okay with 
that unless I tell him who I’m with. 


“T think Dad will be fine with it,” I announce, deciding to lie 
to my Dad instead. 


Like a lot of things lately, there’s a first time for everything, 
and a white lie to my Dad to protect his feelings is worth 
more than a ton of the truth I now would crush him right 
now. 


Noah stops what he’s preparing and comes over to me, his 
arms wrapping around me and squeezing me tight. 


“I meant what I said, Faith. My life started yesterday. 
Everything else is deadwood that will fall away.” 


I want to ask him about the case again, but know better 
now. 


“What is it about your past that’s so bad?” I ask instead, 
only hoping to understand him better. 


He holds my face in his hands and kisses me gently before 
answering, “It wasn’t so bad. Every minute was leading up 
to the moment I met you,” he says cryptically. 


“T never really think about the past,” I tell him. 


“Tt’s always been just me and Dad here, then I went off to 
college. My whole life’s been more about the future than 
the past.” 


“And what did you major in at college?” he asks with 
interest, relaxing his grip so he can keep making us 
something to eat. 


“Economics,” I tell him, making a face that almost mirrors 
his as he screws it up. 


“But I was more interested in my other subjects, I wanted 
to switch to classical literature but by that stage it was too 
late,” I recall, heaving a sigh. 


“Sounds like you do have a past after all,” he says dryly, 
holding up a piece of each type of bread with a cocked brow 
in question. 


“Both,” I tell him. “Why not? We can have rye and white 
can’t we?” and we both laugh. 


“Spoken like a true literary economist,” he says loudly, and I 
watch him, fascinated by the simple movements of his huge 
body as he makes us both sandwiches. 


“I could watch you all day, Noah Templeton,” I observe, 
making his lip curl with satisfaction. 


“Tt’s gonna be a face-off then,” he announces, handing me 
my sandwich. 


“Why?” I ask innocently. 


“Because I’ve thought the same thing about you a million 
times already since I first laid eyes on you.” 


I feel myself blush, but it’s thrilling to hear him talk like this. 
I never knew anyone, let alone a man like Noah would ever 
dream of looking at me twice, let alone be so infatuated 
with me. Like I know I am with him. 


Obsessed is probably the word. 


“You hungry?” I remark, noting the stack of sandwiches 
he’s made. 


“Tt’s a long drive. We don’t have to-” he starts to say, but it’s 
alright. 


Like I already decided, I’ll eat whatever Noah puts in front 
of me. Anything that’s made by him is pure nourishment for 
me. 


Although, I forgot to mention to him how much I hate 
pickles, which I realize he’s put on every single sandwich, 
including the one I’m eating. 


Reading my mind, or maybe just my face, Noah takes my 
sandwich and puts it on top of his. 


“If you don’t like pickles, why didn’t you say so?” he asks, 
laughing to himself before asking me what I want on mine. 


“Sorry baby, I just forget there’s two of us now. I’m used to 
cooking for one,” he adds, shrugging at the huge stack of 
pickle-laden sandwiches he’s made for the trip. 


“Maybe we could just stop and grab a bite when we need 
to?” I offer, making him smile wider as he leans over to kiss 


me again. 


“That sounds like a much better idea,” he whispers. “Maybe 
at a hotel?” 


I feel my heart flutter as soon as he says it, the look in his 
eyes telling me just one thing, and it’s nothing to do with 
food. 


My head starts nodding so hard it feels like it might fall off. 


“T think that’s a perfect idea,” I purr, suddenly not hungry 
for sandwiches, only ravenous for that feeling. Starved for 
the sensation of the man in front of me between my legs 
again. 


“How soon can we leave?” I squeak, suddenly so excited I 
forget my Dad, forget the suitcase. I can only see Noah now 
and I want us as far away from everything as soon as 
possible. 


Just the two of us, so I can give myself to him. So he can 
claim me good and proper. 


Feeling myself starting to squirm in my seat I wonder if I 
can even wait that long. 


“We can leave as soon as you’re ready,” he says casually, 
taking a big bite of both my sandwich and his in one 
mouthful. 


Oh, I’m ready, Noah. I’m ready. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


N oah 


I can tell Faith’s cut up about bailing on her Dad, she just 
got back from college. 


And where is he, I wonder Hmmm. 


I never had parents to worry about me, or me to worry 
about them. There was only one person who ever cared for 
me, and they’re the whole reason for this trip really. 


Faith scratches a note for her Dad, which I deliberately 
avoid looking at. It’s kind of long for a note, more like a 
letter which she puts under her picture by the front door as 
we leave. 


Her college bag is still unpacked so it’s a no-brainer to take 
it along. 


She pulls the front door shut hearing the lock click, she 
takes my arm in hers as I walk her to my truck. 


“No dirty laundry?” I ask jokingly, hoisting it into the back. 


Her look of embarrassment corrects me and I pull her 
close, giving her a long, hard kiss. 


“We'll have plenty more dirty laundry before we’re 
through,” I growl softly to her, making her giggle. 


I help her up into the cab and squeezing her thigh as I lean 
over, I show her how the belt works. 


“You sure you want this?” I ask her, knowing her answer 
already, but more or less having a pinch myself moment, 
confirming to myself it is actually happening. 


“T wouldn’t want to be anywhere else, with anyone else,” 
she says dreamily, and I kiss her again, far too long and 
enough to make me forget about everything, except the feel 
of her body under mine. 


“We should get going,” she says finally, and I nod, still 
wondering if there’s something she knows that I don’t. But 
she’s right. 


I wanna get a few miles in before we stop, hopefully, get 
clear of the state line at least. 


Pulling out from the old plantation house, out onto the dirt 
road that leads up to the highway, she doesn’t even look 
back. 


“What would you do if I didn’t come with you?” she asks me, 
and without even looking over I can tell she has a 
mischievous grin on her face. 


“That, I don’t even want to think about,” I honestly tell her, 
because I know if she didn’t come with me I really don’t 
know what I would’ve done. 


Faith picks up on my mood and we stay quiet until we reach 
the highway a few miles up from her place. 


The sight of a police cruiser with lights flashing coming in 
the opposite direction doesn’t bother me much, see ‘em all 
the time. 


Been pulled over plenty of times so far, out of state plate’s 
means most cops always want to pull me over and just have 
a look to see what I’m up to. 


But Faith seems to jump out of her skin, gasping and 
wriggling in her seat like she’s seen the devil himself 
coming right at us. 


She pivots in her seat, looking behind us once we pass it, 
and starts to fidget nervously. 


“What is it, Faith? Worried about your house so soon, do 
you wanna go back and see what’s wrong?” I ask her 
seriously, thinking she must be worried about something 
back that way. 


“No!” she almost shouts. “No I don’t, just keep driving. Step 
on it!” she exclaims, and I laugh. Still not sure if she’s 
kidding around or deadly serious. 


She loosens her belt, sliding over to the middle of the bench 
seat, and straps herself in right next to me, gripping my 
arm like her life depends upon it. 


“Let’s just keep driving, huh?” she says again, and looking 
at the fear in her eyes in the rearview, I’m starting to 
wonder if maybe Faith Holding has some secrets of her 
own. 


Secrets she doesn’t want the law to know about. 


I tell myself that’s silly, I spoke to her old man myself. It’s 
not like she’s done away with him, or anyone else. She’s 
probably just shy of the cops, lots of people are. 


Putting it to the back of my mind, I hook my arm around 
her, enjoying her so close, and settle into the long straight 
road ahead of us. 


Thinking about Faith and her Dad, the only family she has, 
as far as I know, I get to wondering. 


“What about you, Faith? You want a family someday?” I ask, 
really thinking out loud more than meaning to ask her. 


Maybe it’s putting the cart before the horse, but I really do 
wanna know if Faith wants a family as much as I want to put 
one inside her. 


She’s made for it, both making and carrying babies. I can 
just tell. And I know a family of my own is something I’ve 
always wanted, never having had one myself I figure I won’t 
have any bad habits to project onto our kids. 


There I go, I’ve already decided. 


Faith makes a sleepy sound, stretching herself out a little 
from her curled up position next to me. 


“T think it would all depend on who the father was,” she 
says thoughtfully, and I give out a little yelp as she pinches 
my side. 


“I mean it though, Faith,” I tell her seriously. “Is it 
something that’s important to you or not?” 


“Truth?” she asks me, and I can see her wide eyes looking 
up at me in the mirror. 


I nod my head, wondering if it really is too much too soon 
for her to deal with, on top of everything else. 


“T hadn’t really thought about it until you asked, but if I 
could be a mom... the mom I never had...” 


She trails off, her eyes moving away and looking out the 
window. 


“T shouldn’t have brought it up, I’m sorry Faith,” I tell her, 
feeling rotten for thinking of myself before her own 
feelings. 


“Tt’s alright,” she assures me, squeezing my arm. “My mom 
left before I was old enough to even remember, Dad tells 
me she couldn’t commit to the life of a Preacher’s wife. 
Having me was Dad’s motivation to be a man of God, even 
though the marriage didn’t work.” 


“You don’t want to be a preacher do you?” she asks me, 
looking quite serious. 


“No, no I don’t think I do,” I tell her without having to think 
about it. 


“Then that’s settled then,” she says, smiling and pecking my 
cheek. Leaving the whole question answered without us 
having to say another word. 


I could press her, just to find out how soon she might want 
to explore having a family, but I decide it’s best to leave it 
for now. 


We have to make babies before she can actually have them, 
Noah. 


As we drive, her hand moves from my arm to my leg, until 
finally, she’s stroking me through my jeans, purring as I try 
to focus on the road. 


I think she’s just double answered the whole baby making 
question. 


Checking the signs as we drive, and hoping she doesn’t 
start stroking me too fast, I calculate the time needed to get 
over the state line and then to our next major city. 


I decide on the spot that a roadside motel won’t do. Not for 
our first time, to claim her as my own it has to be nothing 
but the best. 


I feel my foot getting heavy and the truck humming to life 
as we pick up just enough speed to make a difference 
without attracting attention. 


Faith eventually contents herself to grip me through my 
jeans and in a short while, she falls asleep, murmuring my 
name occasionally and moaning, shifting in her seat. 


Driving me fucking crazy but also giving me a taste of 
what’s ahead for both of us. 


We cross the state line, and although nothing feels changed, 
I do notice a sensation of being freer with Faith now. 


Not under her Daddy’s roof anymore and nothing but the 
open road ahead of us. 


Our future. 


I still have three states to cross after this one, but if I don’t 
claim her soon, if I don’t do something to ease this ache 
inside us both, it’s gonna feel like a forever trip instead of 
just a day or two. 


It’s out of our way of a straight line, but I need gas now 
anyway and the next major turn off is towards a major city 
too. 


That means a proper rest stop, the best hotel I can find, and 
the rest of tonight and as much of tomorrow as I can 
manage with Faith all to myself. 


“Are we there yet?” Fait mumbles, clawing at me gently 
once she feels the truck stop as I’m letting myself out to fill 
up the truck at a gas station. 


“Almost, Faith,” I tell her, kissing her head and leaning her 
back the other way so I can shut the door. 


Almost. 


I fill up and having a quick glance underneath the truck 
without opening the hood, I can see my repairs are holding 
nicely. 


Everything really is just falling into place. 


In twenty minutes, we’re on the outskirts of the city and I 
suddenly wish I’d done some research beforehand so I 
knew which hotel was the best. 


I should’ve asked the guy at the gas station. 


Like he’d know which five star hotel is best for me, working 
the graveyard shift in a highway gas stop. 


Our good luck holds though, and after not too long I see a 
tall silhouette with a familiar five star chain in blazing 
lights. 


I nudge Faith awake and within minutes I’m staring down at 
a snooty valet who looks like he doesn’t want to park my 
truck until he sees my billfold. 


Yeah, I got money buddy. I can afford to be here, all month 
if I really want to be. 


With a click of his fingers, a night porter appears, offering 
to take my case but my look tells him everything. 


The same look intensifies when he wants to get close to 
Faith, but he only wants to help her with her bag. 


Fine. 


“We’re staying here?” Faith asks, gulping as I pull her close 
once we’re walking through the huge double glass doors. 


“Sure, I figure a good night’s sleep in an expensive bed will 
restore us both for the road ahead tomorrow,” I tell her, 
winking and making her blush. 


Making her shiver under my arm as I feel my baby maker 
spring to life in my jeans. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


F aith 


I’ve never seen a five star hotel, let alone stayed in it. I want 
to protest, but Noah seems like he’s right at home with his 
T-shirt, jeans, and boots, telling the concierge just how he’d 
like things as he peels off enough Ben Franklins to let the 
guy know he has plenty of cash. 


I can’t help but wonder if it’s dirty money, from that heist. 
But I still can’t picture Noah taking anything that didn’t 
belong to him either. 


And, more than anything else. I trust him, just like he asked 
me to. 


If he has a lot of cash on hand, that’s his business. He 
probably works very hard for it. 


An even bigger part of me, the hot and wet part of me, 
couldn’t care less either. I just want Noah all to myself, and 
I can feel the excitement building in me already. 


Nervous, but determined, and horny as hell, I mentally 
prepare myself for the truth that tonight is finally 


happening. 

Happening to little old me. 

Faith Holding. 

Mrs. Faith Holding-Templeton... 

Alright, alright. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. 


“It’s not a matter of payment, Mr. Templeton. It’s a question 
of vacancies,” The concierge says smugly, scanning his 
screen and scratching his bottom lip with his teeth. 


I reach for Noah’s hand under the counter and feel him 
squeeze it as he gives me another wink in our smoked glass 
reflection opposite. 


“We have two single rooms, which should be more than 
adequate for you and your... daughter,” he says, giving 
Noah and then myself a curt little smile. 


Noah smiles back, using one of his large fingers to tilt the 
screen towards himself, which even I can see has a ton of 
vacancies showing all over the multi-level map of the hotel. 


“Tell you what slick,” Noah says, holding his smile. “Pl take 
this double suite and the cheapest single room you got.” 


I feel my heart sink a little, thinking maybe- 
“The cheapest single?” the concierge parrots. 


“Yeah, so once you finish your shift you can have some 
privacy... while you go fuck yourself” 


Noah holds the guy’s stare and still smiling he invites him to 
check again, flicking the screen back towards him as he 
clears his throat. 


“Ah, here we are,” he says gently to himself. “I forgot the 
Jones’ checked out... hadn’t updated in our system,” he lies. 


Noah lets out a low sound of restraint as our suite is 
booked. 


The night porter, who overhears the whole thing is much 
nicer and I can tell he wants to high five Noah but settles 
for a fifty dollar tip once he shows us into our suite, flicking 
on all the lights and the television ahead of us, making sure 
we know he’s just a phone call away if we need anything. 


Sensing we’d prefer privacy, he makes a professional exit. 


Noah’s quick to lock the door behind him, and stows his 
case in the bedroom, calling out for me to come take a look 
but the late night, or maybe it’s the early morning news 
story on the TV catches my attention. 


I’m entranced by the headline and fumble for the remote to 
get some sound. 


“..remaining at large since Tuesday, with local authorities 
again warning the public not to approach any of the men as 
they’re believed to be armed and dangerous. The trio is 
believed to have separated shortly after the robbery, each 
pocketing over one million dollars each, leaving two 
security guards and the driver of the armored car in a 
critical but stable condition...” 


There’s no mugshots, no descriptions of the bandits just 
aerial footage of a security car surrounded by police cars 
and some ambulances. 


I feel strange watching it like it’s something I’d see on the 
news happening in another part of the country. Not in the 
next state. 


Not in the same week I meet the man of my dreams who 
won't part with a certain case and doesn’t want to tell me 
what’s in it, and all after my Dad warned me about- 


“Faith?” 


I jump a little, hearing Noah say my name standing so close 
behind me. 


His lips on my neck relax me straight away and I lean back 
into him as he slips the remote from my hand, switching the 
TV off. 


“T kinda had other entertainment in mind,” he croons into 
my ear, making me shiver. 


Noah would have seen and heard as much as I just have, 
but he really is only interested in picking up right where we 
left off. 


I push it to the back of my mind, telling myself again that I 
do trust him and there’s no way he’d be mixed up in 
anything like that. 


“This is a really expensive hotel,” I hear myself saying 
between his kisses. “Are you sure you can afford it?” 


I feel bad for asking, feel bad knowing I must have my 
doubts if I’m talking like this. 


“I can afford it, Faith. We can afford it,” he whispers, taking 
my hand and placing it on his zipper and guiding my tiny 
fingers to undo him so he can show me what he’s been 
wanting on for the past few hours. 


And I’m more than happy to oblige. 


I feel its familiar heat and gasp, sliding to my knees and 
tugging his jeans halfway down his legs, groaning as one 


hand starts to pump his thick cock while the other starts to 
explore his strong thighs and his ample balls. 


Noah moans loudly, and taking my head in one of his hands 
he almost lets me do it, he almost lets me start to take him 
into my mouth. 


But he has other plans for me. 
Always all about me. Maybe one day he’ll let me- 


I gasp louder, one of his boots has pushed my knees further 
apart, making my whole pussy stretch and gape as it 
catches against my clothes. 


He lifts me up, taking my weight as I feel my knees giving 
out again. The whole sight and feel of his arousal up close 
has turned me to jelly, not to mention given me an 
impending and sudden climax I’m not sure I can control 
much longer. 


He lifts me up, and I can feel him slipping out of his boots 
and jeans, kicking them to one side as he strides to the 
bedroom. His hardness pressing into me, one of his hands 
already probing my mound through my track pants and 
making my eyes roll back in my head. 


Laying me down, he peels off his shirt and I can see every 
fiber of muscle in his entire body as he looks me over 
intently, almost looking as though he needs to decide just 
where to start pleasuring me first. 


I make it easy for him, shimmying my track pants down and 
using both hands, I show him as I hold myself open for him, 
making him growl deeply as the bed takes his weight. 


“T want you here,” I whimper. “This is yours, and I want you 
to come get it,” I hear myself whisper, shuddering already 
under my own touch and starting to jerk and twitch as his 


hands get closer to me, as his whole body, that huge cock 
hovers over me. 


I know what Noah can do with his hands, with his mouth. 
But right now, at this moment, all I want is him inside me. 


I know it’s what we both need more than anything, and 
holding myself up with my arms around his huge neck, he 
eases himself between my open legs, gently running one 
hand up my thigh as the other holds him up. 


My hands run down his arms, feeling their power as his 
muscles strain without any real effort as he positions 
himself, making sure he doesn’t put all of his weight on me. 


But that’s exactly what I want, I want him on top of me, 
inside me, and all over me. 


I tell him as much in between gasps, my legs struggling to 
stay open for him as my reflex is to rub them together, I 
buck my hips up in a frenzy, brushing his cock against my 
swollen mound, and ultimately, I beg him to take me. 


“Please, Noah... Make me yours,” I whisper hoarsely, 
whimpering louder and then moaning as I feel his whole 
body on me, his thick heat pushing inside me and making 
me claw my nails into his back. 


He growls with pleasure and tells me to tell him again. “Tell 
me how bad you want it,” he murmurs, his own breathing 
matching mine now. 


“T need you, Noah... in here... I’m yours,” I gasp, feeling his 
smooth, swollen head make its way inside me, the sounds 
I’m making getting higher and higher. 


Louder and louder, which seems to make him even harder, 
even thicker with each inch he eases inside me. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


N oah 


She’s so tight. So fucking perfect I can’t believe it. 


I wanted to make this special, maybe a bath and dinner 
first, something really romantic, but there’s time for all 
that. 


Right now, I know we both just need each other, in a way 
that goes way past what we had back at her old man’s 
place. 


I need to claim her as my own now, to take this girl and 
make her my woman. 


Looking into her eyes as I slowly enter her, I know as well 
as she does that she’s going to be the mother of my 
children. The seed I carry, having waited for this moment to 
give to her, all that waiting and holding back makes perfect 
sense now. 


Like waiting my whole life to have her come to me, I’ve 
waited a few days to make it just right for her first time. 


Like her, everything is just perfect, like destiny. 


Fate. 
Faith. Like mine that’s been renewed. 
And now TIl have it along with her, now and always. 


Just when I feel she may be too tight, that I might hurt her, 
something gives, and a warmth pulses over my hardness, 
making her wince a little and then gasp. 


We both start gasping for more as that coy smile dances on 
her lips again, her hips starting to twist and rotate onto me 
as I go deeper, feeling myself get so hard I feel like steel 
inside her. 


I feel my own lips curling with satisfaction, growling to her 
that she’ll be mine once I make her come all over my fat 
dick deep inside her. 


Her head nods in agreement and she licks her lips, eagerly 
starting to work herself on me with the new rhythm we 
both discover once I’ve filled her completely. 


It’s the most natural feeling to be inside her, and although 
it’s her first time she’s taking to it like a duck to water. 


She starts to buck hard and I thrust harder, I grip those 
childbearing hips and her nails claw my back like a wild 
animal. 


It’s untamed, passionate and the closest I’ve ever felt to 
anyone else my whole life. 


Wanting her the past two days, needing her so bad. It’s a 
feeling I know we both share and judging by the sounds 
we’re both making, something I know we need to repeat 
often. 


Maybe I should’ve booked the suite for a week. 


Without skipping a beat I manage to peel off her shirt, my 
balls rising up and a low sound coming from me once I see 
her perfect chest heaving in time with each movement of 
her perfect body underneath me. 


Her hands shift, gripping my ass as mine gravitate to her 
thick nipples, circling them at first and then grinding them 
between my fingers and thumbs once I see it’s just what she 
wants. 


“Noah!” she exclaims, “I’m... I’m gonna...” 
I know she is, and so am I. 


I don’t want to hold back a second longer and I don’t want 
her to either. 


“Come for me, Faith. Come on my cock and let me give you 
our child,” I groan, gripping her whole chest suddenly as I 
feel her stiffen under me, my own climax rising so quickly I 
know it’s only so it can be at the same time as hers. 


We grip each other harder, holding on for what feels like 
forever, as both of us shatter, a complete and total magical 
moment between two souls. 


Her breath shivers and her body shakes with mine, 
pressing hard against me as both our hearts pound out the 
same beat into each other’s ribs. 


“Oh...oh God,” she finally stammers, our breathing still at 
fever pitch as the waves of our first shared climax start to 
fade but only slightly. 


There’s plenty of aftershocks and we both moan, gasp and 
finally giggle once we become aware of just how potent this 
thing between us really is. 


“You’re mine now, Faith,” I tell her, kissing her softly, feeling 
her melt into me as she moans with delight. 


I’ve never been happier, more content and Ill say again, it 
really does feel like my life is actually just starting. 


“Oh Noah,” she sighs into my ear, pulling me right down on 
top of her again. “Tell me it’ll always be like this, tell me it’s 
like that every time.” 


Flexing inside her, I give her my reply, making her gasp and 
then moan softly again as we both understand it will always 
be like this, every day from now on. 


I’ll see to that. 


I turn on my side, still clutching her and holding her closer 
with both my arms around her. 


“I... I love you, Noah,” she says with some hesitation. 


I frown at her, watching her eyes shift as if she’s suddenly 
not sure she should have said so. 


“T wanted to tell you the second I saw you, Faith. I love you 
more than anything in the whole world,” I tell her with 
conviction, kissing her again, so hard I only hope it shows 
her just how much I love her. 


We lay quietly, looking into each other’s eyes. Me stroking 
her hair and her tracing a finger or hand over my body, 
which she tells me is so unbelievable. 


I have to remind her that it’s her that’s so incredible. 


“You really think so?” she asks me, and I have to kiss her 
just to quiet her down with that kind of talk. 


“No more of that,” I caution her. “You’d better get used to 
being told how amazing you are, Faith. Because you are.” 


“More importantly, you’re mine now and I won’t have you 
trying to doubt yourself or put yourself down,” I tell her. 


“T still think you’re more amazing,” she says, trying to have 
the last word. 


I’m not sure how long we lay there awake, my arm goes 
numb but that’s nothing. It’s a small price to pay for having 
her where I want her. 


The first light of a gray dawn gives the room a more natural 
light and I flick the lamp off with my spare hand. 


I ask Faith if she wants something to eat, an early breakfast 
but she only makes a tiny mewing sound. 


She’s still fast asleep. 


I nuzzle my chin into her neck and quietly listen to her 
breathe until she rolls over, turning on her side and letting 
me see her fine body from behind. 


I guess, like me, she’s more used to sleeping alone. 


Covering her with the sheets, I decide to order up some 
breakfast, I’m hungry again and it should stay warm until 
Faith gets up, the suite has a kitchen too if needed. 


I sure could get used to this. 


I stub my toe on the suitcase on my way out. I don’t want to 
wake Faith by using the phone in the bedroom. 


It looks small in the dim morning light, the case, almost like 
something that’s suddenly not so important to me when I 
compare it to her. 


But, a promise is a promise. 


Might be a day or two behind schedule though, last night 
gave me Faith and a whole new taste for her. Not something 
I think I’m gonna be prepared to leave unexplored for a 
while yet. 


A part of me wants to open the case, to have a look. But I 
shake my head and push that idea away. No good can come 
of it. It’s not mine and IIl be glad to see the back of it when 
all this is done. 


Then what? 


Then I guess it’s up to Faith where she wants to go and 
what she wants to do. I was a free agent, but now there’s 
two of us, I’ll leave it up to her to decide what she wants 
next. 


For now, I want to enjoy her. Enjoy us and then we'll just 
see what happens. 


Before dialing up any food, I decide to stay fresh for my girl 
and grab a shower, the suite having a choice of bathrooms 
too. 


The tub is Olympic-sized, and I examine it while I shower 
then slip into one of the fluffy robes provided. 


I order breakfast, to be sent up in a halfhour and a couple 
of dozen roses too sent up on the double. 


Setting the tub to a slow fill I hope that Faith likes the idea 
of a relaxing bath once she wakes up. 


Hovering by the door, I manage to catch the room service 
with the roses before they ring, and set to work laying as 
thick a trail as I can from our bed to the bath for her. 


The tub’s full and still hot, so we have some time yet. 


As if on cue, I hear Faith exclaiming out loud just as the 
door chimes. 


Breakfast is about to be served, and with a bubble bath 
waiting for my angel to follow. 


CHAPTER FIF TEEN 


F aith 


The sound of the bell makes me open my eyes, even though 
I’ve been half awake and listening for a while. It sounds like 
a bath is running somewhere, and I hear Noah whistling to 
himself quietly, moving around the suite. 


There’s a smell of roses and his natural fresh, woodsy smell 
too so I decide to keep my eyes shut tight. 


Not wanting to ruin the surprise, I know he’s been busy 
while I’ve slept. 


I certainly don’t look like a princess, seeing my reflection in 
the ceiling to floor mirrors opposite the bed, but I do feel 
like one once I see all those rose petals. 


I find a robe in the bathroom adjoining the bedroom, and 
slipping it on, I step out wide-eyed into the lounge area, 
following the trail I know he’s laid out for me. 


I can hear voices before I get there, smell the fresh scent of 
croissants and bacon too. 


Breakfast and a bath? 


Noah really is a mind reader. I don’t think my first time 
could have been managed more perfectly. 


What I don’t expect to see is a maid in a very short dress 
she’s spilling out of, huge hair, and a chest that makes mine 
look like an A cup. 


I make my appearance just as Noah opens the door. Blonde 
bombshell-maid Barbie looks up at me first, then with a 
cocked brow eyes Noah up and down as she wheels a large 
trolley covered with silver domes into the room. 


“Faith!” Noah exclaims, coming over to me, kissing my 
cheek only because I turn my face from his. “I thought you 
were asleep still,” he murmurs, gripping both my hands. 


“Honey, what is it?” he asks, totally oblivious to the eyes 
that woman’s making at him. 


She wheels the cart into the center of the room, and 
checking her face in one of the domes, she clears her 
throat. 


Noah shoots her a quick and very annoyed look. 


“Will there be anything else, Mr. Templeton? I could make 
up your bed while your daughter has her four hourly feed,” 
she drawls languidly, moving her eyes up and down my 
thickly robed frame, making me clutch it at my throat. 


“Excuse me?” Noah says, dropping my hands and turning 
on the woman, looming up with that shape he makes when 
his whole body tenses. 


His ‘I’m about to kill somebody’ pose. 


“T mean, I thought you might like your room made up while 
your daughter has breakfast is all. You could come show me 
just how you want it,” she adds, sounding sluttier than I 
could ever even try to. 


Sluttier then anyone could, even if they were really trying. 


Noah makes for the phone, holding his hand up to me ina 
silent and solid gesture to stay put. 


Slutty Barbie holds her hands up in resignation, backing 
out of the room once she hears Noah asking for the 
Manager, wanting to lodge a complaint about the atrocious 
level of so-called service he’s getting for eight hundred 
dollars a night. 


Fight hundred? 
I hear myself gulp loudly. 


She makes a face at me before finally pulling the door shut 
loudly, leaving me feeling very unsure of myself and Noah 
absolutely livid that his attempt at romance has been foiled 
by cheap help with an itch he has no interest in scratching. 


I don’t blame him, but I can’t help feel a wave of hurt from 
all those taunts and jeers I got from cheerleader types just 
like her at college. 


The same sort of looks and remarks I’ve had my whole life 
just because I’m not a size four and actually eat. 


It brings it all back, except Noah is the jock type who should 
be laughing at me too. 


But this time he’s rooting for me. He’s on my side and on a 
warpath because someone disrespected me in front of him. 


Disrespected me in the first place. 


He’s launching into the whole episode on the phone when I 
touch his arm, shaking my head gently. Pleading with my 
eyes for him to just let it go. 


Thinking maybe we should just go, but he won’t have any of 
it. 


Noah Templeton promises to come downstairs and deal 
with things personally before slamming the phone down. 


“Noah, don’t,” I tell him. “Is it really worth it?” I glance at 
the rose petals on the carpet, at the trays of food and finally 
I look him up and down with a look I know tells him more 
than that stupid maid ever could. 


He groans and rolls his eyes, gripping me by the elbows and 
kissing me hard. 


“I can hear a bath running,” I confess, cocking my head and 
making my way to that trolley while he jumps to stop the 
faucet. 


“T had it cooling a little,” he admits as I trundle our food 
right outside the bathroom door. 


“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” I ask him, hoping like 
hell he is, because I’ve always wanted to eat in a bath that 
was big enough to swim in, and this one looks perfect. 


“T’m sorry, Faith, I wanted to surprise you,” he admits. 


“But you did,” I tell him honestly. “You really did. The bath 
with rose petals no less... and all this food!” I exclaim. 


“Let’s start this morning over,” he suggests, and meeting 
me in the doorway, he leads me back to the bedroom and 
makes me close my eyes so I can tiptoe across the rose 
petals to the bathroom, gasping with surprise as I see what 
he’s laid out just for me. 


For both of us, I hope. 


“You’re getting in there with me,” I instruct him. Smiling 
once he takes my hand and kisses it. 


“That’s kind of what I had in mind,” he says. “I’m sorry 
baby. I didn’t mean for that.” 


I shake my head, dismissing it and her like I know he just 
did. 


Once I look into his eyes, I can tell it’s like we’re picking up 
right where we left off earlier. 


Just the two of us, each having eyes for only the other. No 
matter what else happens. 


“I want you in that bath and I'll serve you breakfast,” he 
tells me. But I shake my head again. 


“No?” he asks. 


“No. I want you to serve me in that bath but...I don’t want 
to see a stitch on you either, Noah Templeton. I want my 
breakfast raw. Naked.” 


“Pm getting in right behind you,” he laughs, helping me 
into the tub, which is the perfect temperature, and 
wheeling in the food before setting it out on a board that 
fits across the bath like a table. 


Finally, he drops his robe and I sink deeper into the 
bubbles, feeling like food is the last thing I want after what 
else is on the menu. 


“Pm gonna have you tubbed, scrubbed, and loved before 
your morning’s through Miss Holding,” he tells me, 
mimicking the sucky concierge and the even suckier staff in 
this place, but with an edge, I like the sound of that. 


A lot. 


Nestling in behind me, and cutting some food before he 
feeds me before himself, I notice a remote on the solid 
wooden table and a huge plasma screen opposite the bath. 


Reading my thoughts, Noah flicks on the TV while we eat, 
and I lean back, glad to feel a certain hardness pressing 


into me that hints of what’s to come after we’re done here. 


“..In breaking news. The Fugitive trio who held up a bank 
truck has been traced across two states with two of the 
offenders being captured in a non-lethal shootout with 
police. Local sheriff’s say that the crime spree isn’t over 
with a hostage being believed to have been taken by the 
third bandit who remains at large...’ 


There’s some aerial footage of the same armored car from 
the night before, but my heart stops when I see Sheriff 
Brodie’s cruiser, plus a dozen others surrounding an old 
plantation house. 


It’s only for a second before Noah flicks the channel over to 
an old movie, but I recognize the place. 


I also recognize another car in the long gravel driveway 
before Noah changes the channel. 


It’s my Dad’s car. The one who took him to the airport. 


“What’s the matter, Faith?” Noah asks, feeling me tense up 
under the water. “Don’t like old movies?” 


I try and say something, but only manage a dry croak, 
pretending to fill my mouth with food instead and then 
taking a sip of a glass of juice in front of us. 


“Honey? What is it?” he asks me again, but I can’t speak, I 
feel like I’m in shock. 


“Faith?” he asks again, switching off the TV and leaning 
over me, asking if I’m alright. 


“We should go,” I tell him quickly. “I don’t think you should 
spend any more money on places like this Noah, it doesn’t 
feel right,” I confess. 


I don’t believe everything I’m hearing on the news, and I 
don’t distrust Noah either. 


But I do know he checked in with his real name and 
everybody saw me. 


It’s only a matter of time before all that’s all over the news 
and Noah and I are in more trouble than just trying to 
explain to my Dad why I left without a proper reason for a 
few days with a stranger. 


The most handsome, lovable stranger I’ve ever met, and the 
one I plan on sticking by no matter what. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


N oah 


I don’t know what I’ve done wrong. Maybe it was all that 
business with that stupid maid that set Faith off. Who 
knows? 


But like it or not, our romantic breakfast, along with the day 
in bed I had planned for us both is interrupted by her 
insistence that we leave. 


Immediately. 


I guess it hurt her more than she let on, and I do try and 
explain once more that I have no interest in the maid, that I 
was only just trying to surprise her with a taste of things to 
come. 


What I thought was our new life together. 


Sort of how I’d like to surprise her most mornings or 
evenings, whenever she gets home, or just because, 
whenever I feel like spoiling my girl. 


That’s all. 


Stupid god damned Barbie-slut maid. 
I’ve got a good mind to- 


“Please, don’t make a scene, Noah. Let’s just go, okay?” she 
says, reading my face as we’re about to go. 


“Uh, okay, sure thing,” I tell her. I don’t want to make a 
scene either, not if it’s gonna upset her. 


The front desk is all apologies, even offering to refund some 
of our stay, but I wave them off, more worried that my Faith 
isn’t happy anymore. 


What just happened back there? 


Everything was fine, even after that stupid maid... right up 
until- 


The TV, those news reports. Something’s got her spooked. 


The thought flashes across my mind that maybe her old 
man isn’t the local preacher after all. 


Maybe she’s mixed up in some business she doesn’t know 
how to get out of. 


Maybe I’m up against something bigger than just a 
preacher? 


Cheesing a grin at the valet as he brings my truck around, I 
forget that idea. 


Faith’s been totally upfront with me so far, and I think I’ve 
been the same with her. 


Haven’t I? 


Once we’re out of the city and heading back on the turnpike 
to the highway, I ask her. 


“Faith, if I’ve done anything to upset you...?” 


“Its not you, Noah,” she says, reaching over to grip my 
knee. 


I notice she’s not sitting right next to me though and it 
hurts. 


I look for a place to pull over, stopping before we even start 
again, but I just have to know what’s wrong. 


Arterial roads and freeways, highways aren’t meant for 
pulling over on so I just ask her. 


“T thought you said you loved me, Faith. And I sure as hell 
know I love you, so what the hell happened just now?” I ask 
her, nearly shouting, confused, and angry to see her so 
upset. 


I see her chewing her lip again, and wanting to do the same 
I stop myself. 


“Please, Faith?” I implore her. “What happened to make you 
this way? We were doing great. Right up until-” 


“T trust you, Noah. I really do, but...” she starts to say. 


And I get it, a flood of memories and emotions grips me. 
Maybe she knows, somehow. 


I don’t know how though. 
I’ve spent a lifetime trying to forget. I paid for what I did. 
Spotting a rest stop, I pull over. 


If Faith Holding is gonna have Noah Templeton and all his 
demons, she may as well be introduced. 


I should’ve told her, but how? And why on earth would I 
bring up the past. It’s not the kind of conversation that 
excites romance. 


I notice Faith looking behind us still as I pull off the 
highway, sure she has her own secrets too. 


Everybody does. 


“Faith, ever since the hotel you’ve been looking over our 
shoulder like you expect something or someone to be 
following us,” I observe. 


“I don’t want any secrets between us, but I don’t see either 
how something that happened before you were even born 
could make you so jumpy, without me even telling you 
either,” I continue, noticing her confused look as she tries 
hard not to look around behind the truck again. 


n 


“I don’t know what you mean...” she starts to say, but my 


look says it all. 


“You first then” I demand. “What’s gone and got you so 
spooked? Tell me, Faith and Il tell you about the ghosts 
that follow me,” I tell her, calmer, almost relieved I’m 
halfway to telling her already. 


“You first,” she blurts out, looking more worried than ever 
suddenly. 


I’ve never been one to beat around the bush so much, but 
with Faith, I really do want things to be just perfect, like 
her. And it pains me to see her worried about something I’m 
sure is in her imagination. 


“Not a lot to tell,” I begin. “Like I said, I never had a real 
family. The earliest memory I have is being in state care.” 


I notice Faith’s look soften. The look. 


I always get it as soon as I mention my childhood to anyone, 
which is why I rarely do anymore. 


“Anyways, I grew up like most other kids just without the 
regular parents, until I was eventually put into foster care. 
A nice couple, or so everybody thought.” 


I stop for a second, not sure I want to go there again, but 
Faith needs to know and I need to stop being so protective 
of my own past. I need to leave it where it is, in the past. 


“T was a big kid, early bloomer too. Turns out foster my Dad 
liked to use my foster mom as a punching bag when I 
wasn’t around, until one day I came home early from 
school.” 


It’s still fresh in my mind. Raw. I feel my hands knotting into 
fists as I realize too that Faith’s the only person I’ve ever 
even told this to. 


“What happened?” she whispers, putting her hands over 
mine, relaxing them in an instant. 


“I suggested he pick on someone his own size, maybe 
bigger. I damn near beat him to death. The temper I had 
back then... I really let him have it.” 


We sit quietly for a minute, and Faith figures that’s the 
story, she starts to explain that she doesn’t feel frightened 
around me. She knows I’m not that kind of a man. 


“That’s not all of it,” I tell her. “It was gonna be Juvie for me, 
but the sisters at Saint Theresa’s, the ones who looked out 
for me when I was real young, they offered to take me in so 
I wouldn’t end up in the system. 


“So, you were raised in a convent?” Faith asks, looking 
super confused and making me chuckle. 


“No. Not exactly,” I tell her, smiling and noticing her relief. 


“But the oldest Sister, their superior, she retired not long 
after that, and I ended up staying with her until I was old 


enough to be out in the world on my own. She was like a 
Grandmother to me, I guess. The only family I never really 
had.” 


Faith’s brow creases. 


“She was a hard lady, Faith. Helped me a lot, but she didn’t 
dote on me. Far from it. I had to earn my keep and I learned 
a lot about the meaning of hard work and keeping my 
mouth shut.” 


“What happened to the foster parents?” she asks, and I 
take a breath before answering. 


“Oh, he was alright in the end, physically I mean. But things 
changed for them both once it hit the papers, he lost his job 
and his business contacts through it. Blamed me for it and 
always tried to threaten me. She got away though. I think 
she remarried, happily too.” 


Faith’s distant look comes back into focus and I can tell 
she’s itching to turn around again. 


“So,” I start over. “I don’t see what my past... what that has 
to do with us, today. What happened, or what did I do to 
make you so edgy, Faith? I’m only asking because I don’t 
want to screw this thing up between us. Because I love you 
so much, I really do,” I tell her earnestly, taking her hands 
in mine, feeling them tremble slightly. 


“Tt’s not you, Noah... well. It is, kind of,” she starts to say, 
sounding undecided. 


“I mean, it’s nothing to do with what you just told me. It’s 
something else.” 


I look at her, waiting. 


“Is there anything else you want to tell me?” she asks, 
searching my eyes, making me feel like I should have more 


guilt than I already do. 


Thinking for a moment, I can answer her with a clear 
conscience. 


“The only other crazy thing I ever did was climb up this tree 
once, to spy on the girl I knew I was in love with the 
moment I saw her,” I admit. Because it’s the truth. 


Faith gives a smile and sighs, leaning over to kiss me, but 
She still has that damned worried look in her eyes. 


I’m at a loss until she tells me anything more. 


Her cell that she’s had on charge since we left chimes, 
making her gasp when she picks it up. 


“Its my Dad,” she says, turning pale. 


“Then answer it!” I exclaim, wanting her to let him know I 
have her, and she’ll be back, safe and sound once I’m 
through with her. 


Maybe in the next life. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


F aith 


I have to answer, it’s my Dad and Noah’s insisting on it. 


He’s home now, been trying to call me all night on the way 
back, and only just found my note. 


“T just came in through the back when I got home, ooh! 
Honey, just tell me you’re alright!” he says, trying to sound 
calm but I know his panicked voice when I hear it. 


“I’m fine Daddy,” I tell him, trying to sound casual but 
hearing my own voice crack. 


Noah didn’t read my note to my Dad and I haven’t 
mentioned to him that I didn’t say I was going anywhere 
with him. 


“Well, for heaven’s sake, darlin’ where are you? Do you 
need me to come pick you up?” 


I freeze, not having the faintest clue to any story I could 
spin him right now that isn’t the truth. 


In my note I only mentioned I’d be gone for a day or two, 
not saying who I’d gone with or even where. 


It’s totally out of character for me, I usually tell my Dad 
everything and he’s more worried because of it, I can tell. 


“T just had to get away for a few days, Dad,” I tell him 
truthfully. “At home alone in that big old house after so long 
being away, with you not there...” 


Dad moans quietly, I don’t mean to make him feel guilty. 


“T just got back honey, and after Sheriff Brodie called last 
night, once he saw you were missing.” 


Missing? 


“What do you mean, Dad. Missing?” I ask, feeling my 
stomach drop. Noah glances over too. 


“They got the other two, but I was so worried, Brodie 
thought that-” 


“Here, gimme that,” Noah says in his best deep voice, 
easing the phone out of my hand as I make a stifled cry of 
protest. 


“Mr. Holding? Noah Templeton, I spoke to you-” 


I can hear my Dad shrieking in horror as Noah has to take 
the phone away from his ear for a second. 


“Wh- What do you want?” Dad asks, sounding more 
desperate by the second. 


Noah frowns, looking over to me to make me feel better by 
winking, but it’s only making it worse. 


“Uh... Well to talk, man to man. It’s about your daughter, 
Mr. Holding. Thing is, I kinda- huh? What’s that? You’re 


breaking up. Now, Mr. Holding, there’s no need to raise 
your voice...” 


I can hear my Dad chittering like a monkey. And there is 
some static on the line which sees Noah screwing up his 
face. 


“Gotta bad connection,” he whispers over to me, a matter of 
fact, scrunching up his nose again apologetically. 


“Listen, Padre? I’ll have to call you back. Right now, I have 
everything I want with Faith here, and I just wanted to let 
you know she’s safe and well. I’ll talk to you later about the 
uh, finer details... hullo? Hell-” 


He shrugs at me, passing the phone back as I sink into my 
seat. 


“Not great reception out here, I’m afraid. TIl call him later, 
have a pow-wow, man to man,” Noah says absently to 
himself. 


Nervously, I power down my phone, not wanting any sort of 
trace or whatever they call it. 


From what I just heard Noah tell my Dad, and knowing my 
Dad... plus the recent news stories, I can only guess that 
Dad and Sheriff Brodie have assumed I’ve been kidnapped 
by the third and still at large bandit. 


The bandit they think is Noah Templeton. 
I shiver in my seat, feeling like I’m about to be sick. 


“You alright?” Noah asks innocently, clapping my leg with 
his huge hand, and squeezing it. 


“Tt’ll be fine, Faith. Your Dad will come around, you'll see.” 


It all clicks in my mind. 


Noah’s no bandit, it’s all just a simple but now extremely 
complicated misunderstanding. 


I left home with Noah and because of what else has 
happened, plus Sheriff Brodie, my Dad assumes Noah is 
bandit number three, kidnapping his daughter and 
promising to call him later with the demands. 


My head starts to spin with the concept, and then starts to 
pivot again as I look behind us every thirty seconds, eyeing 
every car that passes us. 


“T think it’s best if I just come straight out with it, Faith. 
With your Dad, I mean. No point beating around the bush. I 
mean, him being a man of God and all, I figure he’d 
appreciate the straight-up truth, what do you say?” he asks. 


But I can only squirm in my seat some more, feeling the 
blood drain from my face as I look out the window. 


“Tt’ll be just fine, Honey. You’ll see,” he comforts me again. 


For the next few miles I sit silently until Noah actually starts 
to whistle, he’s that pleased with how he thinks things are 


going. 
I can’t stand it a minute longer. 
I have to tell him. 


After asking Noah just now if there’s anything else he wants 
to tell me, it would look pretty stupid of me to even begin to 
try and explain what I think’s actually happening on my 
Dad’s end. 


In the outside world, which I feel like could implode on us at 
any minute, driving around in Noah’s truck after staying at 
a hotel he’s just used his real name at too. 


“Now, sweetie, you were asking me?” he says, feeling my 
mind with his. 


I shift in my seat uneasily, only asking once Noah prompts 
me with his eyes before focusing on the road again. 


“Is Noah Templeton your real name?” I ask, feeling silly but 
figuring it’s a question that’s a lot easier to answer than the 
million others I have right now. 


Noah looks serious for a moment, creasing his mouth, and 
then studies me carefully in the rearview. 


“Well, you may as well know it isn’t,” he says, sending a 
shockwave of surprise through me. 


I thought a simple question might get me off the hook, not 
make things worse between us. 


“T mean, it is, but it isn’t,” he adds cryptically. 


I gulp loudly, wanting all this to be over so we can just go 
back to what we had at the hotel. 


Noah and me, nothing and nobody else’s business. 
Not meaning to I groan quietly. 


“My middle name is Noah. I made it my first when I was a 
kid,” he says sheepishly, embarrassed. “Templeton was the 
name on my birth certificate, so I stuck with that too.” 


I feel a sly grin of relief spread across my face. 


“What’s your first name then, your real first name?” I ask, 
feeling better already. 


“Not telling,” he says firmly, clamping his lips shut and 
shaking his head roughly. 


I feel my fingers creeping over to him, walking up his side 
and then tickling under his ribs, amazed again at just how 
muscular the man is all over. 


Every single inch is pure muscle. 


He flinches, but only for a second and we both burst out 
laughing. 


Real laughter, the kind I’ve never had with anyone else. I 
don’t need to know his first name, Noah is who he’ll always 
be to me anyhow. 


“You really wanna know?” he asks, baiting me with his grin 
now, his eyes wide and wild. 


I can’t help but laugh louder. 


“No! No don’t tell me,” I squeal. “I don’t want to know, it 
must be terrible if you’re acting so crazy over it.” 


“It’s... It’s...” he teases me, threatening to blurt it out. 


“No, don’t!” I shout, gripping his arm. “Save it until we 
getting married!” 


We both go quiet and I stop laughing, feeling my face go 
redder than a beet as I look quickly out the window. 


It’s a long time before I can even move my head again, and 
Noah being Noah, he doesn’t say a word about it. 


He lets it go and we drive on in silence. 


I half expect him to tell me after a while, but he only cocks 
his brow once I finally have the courage to look him in the 
eye, almost like he’s challenging me with my marriage 
comment. 


We drive in silence for a while longer. 


“Cletus?” I offer. 
“ Nope,” he says, deadpan without even looking at me. 
“Baxter!” I yelp, almost wishing he’d just tell me already. 


“Uh uh,” he says deliberately, with another firm shake of his 
head, fishing a toothpick from the console and sucking it 
between his teeth. 


“William? Oxford? Fortescue?” I exclaim, grabbing any 
name I can from my mind, as long as it sounds ridiculous. 


But Noah only shakes his head, grinning. 


“Guess you'll have to wait,” he says, knowing he’s silencing 
me. 


Knowing I can’t wait for him to tell me. 


Knowing I have the idea of marriage planted firmly in my 
brain. 


We drive on for a little longer. 


“Do you really want to know?” he asks, looking over to me 
as I hesitate a second before shaking my head again. 


“Not until you want to tell me,” I confess, and I grimace at 
the thought. Wondering just how long he’ll hold this one 
thing over me. 


“When we’re married then,” he says in a soothing tone, 
patting my leg and winking at me again. Leaving it, it seems 
all up to me as I groan aloud once more. 


Throwing my head back against the cushioned seat, I can 
only sigh contentedly again. The thought of actually 
marrying Noah, guaranteeing every day of our lives 
together, gives me such a quiet thrill I literally do forget 
about everything else for quite a while. 


He hasn’t actually proposed though. He does sound like 
he’s joking with me about his middle name, so who knows. 


But, the very idea of it. 
Mrs. Faith Holding-Templeton. 


I smile to myself, allowed to have more than the fantasy 
now. The man himself is right next to me. 


And I’m all his. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


N oah 


It’s good to see Faith smile, laugh for a change. She’s been 
so on edge and I know it’s not from worrying if my name’s 
real or not. 


Something’s got her spooked, she damn near faded away 
when I spoke to her Dad on the phone, and that guy 
definitely sounded like he had something on his mind other 
than his daughter taking off for a couple of days. 


“We can go straight through to Shreveport,” I suggest, 
noting her mood lifting since I not so delicately hinted at 
marriage. 


I never thought she’d be interested in that, but I feel a 
certain thrill in my chest when I notice her looking clucky at 
the idea. 


This is working out better than I’d planned. She’s the 
perfect girl, mine now and she’s not only up for the idea of a 
family; she’s smitten at the suggestion of actually tying the 
knot too. 


I don’t know what I did to deserve her, but I’m thanking my 
lucky stars right now. 


It’s like I’ve woken her from a daydream, and she thinks for 
a moment before nodding in agreement. 


“Unless you wanna stop for anything, we can probably 
make it in time for an early dinner,” I muse aloud, 
eyeballing her and noticing that worried look starting to 
take her over again. 


A highway patrol car passes us from the opposite direction, 
and one following from behind suddenly speeds up, 
overtaking us and flashing its lights when it gets ahead of 
us. 


I slow down, but he really takes off. 
A lot of cops all of a sudden. 


“You know Faith,” I start, motioning for her to slide on over 
closer. I like driving with her right next to me much better 
than having her all the way over there. 


“Pm thinking, not to put you on the spot or anything... but 
how about, once I make my little delivery, we take off for 
good. You and me.” 


Her eyes widen as she looks up at me, almost pleased at 
first, but then there’s that look again as her eyes turn to the 
front and look ahead down the highway. 


“I don’t mean marriage,” I chuckle. 
Not yet, anyway. 


“I mean, well.. how would you feel about moving in with 
me? We could just see how it goes at first. No pressure,” I 
finally manage to stammer, realizing how nervous I am, my 
hands starting to feel wet on top of the wheel. 


“Move in?” Faith asks awkwardly, looking away. 


I feel my chest start to hurt, the thrill I had when half- 
mentioning marriage got a better reaction. 


“But I... I don’t even know where you live, Noah,” she says 
finally, giving me a silent question in her eyes. 


Or your real name... 


I’m starting to notice a pattern, every time I mention 
commitment of any kind, even if it; stopping somewhere or 
moving in, she freezes up. 


Also, anytime she sees a cop she starts to look more than 
worried. 


It’s like she’s terrified of them for some reason. 


It could also have something to do with me being so 
secretive about the case, but I already covered that with 
her, I thought. Once we get to Shreveport, it'll all make 
sense. I’ll be done and we’ll have the whole world to 
ourselves. 


We'll have each other all to ourselves if she’ll only let me. 


“We can get a place,” I start to explain, reminding myself 
that for now my home is a truck and the apartment back in 
West Virginia isn’t much bigger. 


Certainly not somewhere I’d think would be fitting for Faith. 


Her brow creases. Its commitment again or is it something 
else. I need to know, so I just ask her point-blank. 


“Is it commitment Faith? Is it being with me that bothers 
you, or is it something else?” 


I only glance down at her, trying hard to keep my eyes on 
the road. 


This isn’t a conversation I wanted to have while driving. 


“You know that’s not it, Noah,” she says suddenly. “I love 
you... I just-” 


“Then say you'll move in with me, say we can start looking 
for a place as soon as I’ve done what I have to,” I tell her. 


“You don’t want to live at home forever, do you? I don’t have 
the house just now, but I can afford it. I’ve lived pretty 
simply for a long time, banked all my money... you won’t 
want for anything, I promise,” I continue, feeling my own 
excitement rising again, feeling positive. 


Her mouth’s open, like she wants to answer and I can see 
her eyes lighting up. 


“Oh, just say you will tell me you'll at least give it a try,” I 
tell her firmly, not wanting to even think of no as an answer. 


“Of course I will,” she says finally, squeezing my arm with 
both of hers and hugging me tightly. Making me swerve as I 
drift into the oncoming lane for a second. 


“Oops,” I laugh loudly, straightening the truck up. 


“Why don’t you start looking for a place, on your phone, 
anywhere you want is fine with me,” I tell her, feeling her 
tense up under me. 


“Anywhere?” she asks. “What about your work?” 


I chuckle to myself again, figuring maybe Faith can know 
just a little more about me than she already does, the only 
secret that holds me, for now, is in that damned suitcase. 


“I have my own business, Faith. A long time ago, I got my 
pilot’s license. Then, after the Air Force wouldn’t have me, I 
leased a little crop-duster and started doing my own thing,” 


I tell her, feeling my years as I recall just how long ago that 
was. 


Probably before she was even born. 


“Nowadays, I have my own fleet of planes I lease out, have 
arrangements with some pretty big companies too, and 
have plenty of guys and gals to do all the actual work. I just 
oversee it, something I can do from anywhere Faith. 
Anywhere in the world, really. We don’t have to limit 
ourselves to-” 


“So you’re a pilot?” she asks, not meaning to but cutting me 
off. 


“I guess I still am, but I mainly just oversee the business,” I 
tell her, watching her face relax and her body melt into 
mine again. 


“You’re, pretty well off then?” she asks, looking up, looking 
quite serious. 


“T guess I am,” I tell her, a little taken aback but having to 
smile. 


“T might not look it, I guess, driving around in a beat-up old 
truck in jeans and boots, but yeah. I’ve done alright. I can 
provide for both of us... and a few more,” I add cheekily, 
grinning to myself at the idea. 


Hoping she wants a big place, like her Dad’s, so we can fill 
it up with our own family. 


But not next door to her Dad. Nothing like that. 


Although, a place with a big tree in the yard would be nice. 
I kinda have a thing for that now. 


I urge Faith again to start looking some stuff up on her 
phone, it might help us pass the time on the remainder of 


the drive. 


Whenever I look at her, feeling her nuzzled up against me, I 
can’t help but think of a thousand ways to slow us both 
down by stopping and having repeats of what we did in the 
hotel. 


“Uh, I think my phone died,” she says, slipping it into her 
pocket. 


“Gimme that,” I tell her, powering it up and noticing it has 
an almost full charge. 


“Here. Get to work, Detective Holding. See if you can’t find 
a place you think we’ll both fall in love with,” I prompt her, 
trying to ignore that look she has again. 


It’s like every time she’s about to get happy, to let go and 
start to enjoy herself, she gets that darned look in her eyes. 


Once we get to Shreveport, I tell myself. 


I’ll get to the bottom of whatever it is that’s bugging her. I 
have to, for both our sakes. 


She creases her mouth and sighs, setting to work on search 
engines for real estate. 


“Any preference?” she asks, “I mean, do you want to live in 
Alaska or Alabama? Figure I’d start with the A’s,” she says 
with a cocking of her brow. 


“I could use less sticky weather myself, but it’s up to you 
honey. Whatever you want,” I tell her, putting my arm 
around her as I notice she sets her phone to mute while she 
starts to bring up potential real estate sites. 


A whole line of blue and red lights up ahead, getting closer 
a lot quicker than I’m moving towards them. 


I figure it must be a dozen patrol cars, all speeding in the 
opposite direction. 


Once they start to pass us Faith looks up, gasping loudly 
and clutching at my arm. 


“All right,” I announce to her. I’ve had enough of this. “Just 
what is it with you and patrol cars, Faith? I can’t help 
noticing every time we see one you jump out of your skin. 
Now, tell me you’re not on the run. Tell me you haven’t done 
away with your Daddy and are only using me as an escape 
plan.” 


I’m joking, of course. But I do mean it about her reaction to 
the police. 


Her eyes narrow on mine in the rearview, anger flashes 
across them, reflecting the fading blue and reds of the law’s 
convoy passing us. 


And then they mist up, she’s crying again. And I feel like the 
worst man in the world. 


I’m trying to make this all so special, but it seems like once 
a day I’m making her cry for all the wrong reasons. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


F aith 


I don’t think I’ve ever been on a bigger emotional 
rollercoaster than the past two days. 


Not even since my first few days at college, which took their 
toll. 


I said I’d trust Noah, and I do. But I can’t take it a minute 
longer. 


Knowing my Dad thinks Noah’s the rogue bandit who’s 
kidnapped me, while he’s smiling and laughing, telling me 
to start looking for a place for both of us. 


I can’t figure it out, I have to tell him the truth or my brain 
will burst. 


Noah confronts me about freaking out every time I see the 
police, but it’s only him I’m worried about. 


“Can’t you see?” I try and tell him between sobs. “Don’t you 
get it? Every time I see a police car I think it’s gonna be 
them taking you away!” I tell him through my tears, almost 
shouting. 


Noah looks totally confused and seeing another rest stop 
ahead, he pulls over, holding me close as he kisses my head, 
rubbing my back with his hands as he calms me down. 


“Hey! What’s all this about? What’s brought all this on?” he 
asks in a soothing voice. 


I cling to him like a child, feeling like a big baby all of a 
sudden, but I have to tell him. I can’t hold it in a moment 
longer. 


“My Dad... he thinks you’re the holdup bandit, that you’ve 
kidnapped me. I just know all those cops are looking for us, 
for you!” I blurt out, feeling Noah’s huge body rocking 
under mine as I’m pressed against him. 


He’s laughing to himself. 


“The holdup bandit? Now, what on earth are you talking 
about, Faith? Is it because I spied on you, climbed your 
tree? Why would the cops be after me? And why would I 
rob anyone?” he asks me, suddenly serious, sounding like 
the complete voice of reason in his deep and authoritative 
tone. 


“Daddy said there were strangers in the area, the day you 
showed up. Then I saw the news report and figured he 
must’ve seen the same ones. He must’ve thought you were 
one of the bandits after speaking to you... I didn’t tell him 
you'd left but I never told him you stayed either-” 


But Noah cuts me off. “Do you really think I’d do anything 
like that, Faith? And do you really feel like you’re in any 
danger with me?” he asks, and I can see the hurt in his 
eyes, feel it in his touch. 


“Nol” I tell him. “I know you wouldn’t do anything like that, 
it’s just after we left I saw the Sheriff’s car heading back to 
our house and knowing him... Then I saw the news again, 


with two of the bandits caught and one still at large. Then 
you talked to my Dad on the phone, making it sound like 
you had taken me away... making it sound like you'd call 
him with your demands.” 


Noah looks at me sidelong for quite a while, his mouth 
twisting as he thinks everything through. He runs his hands 
through his hair and then motions for me to give him my 
phone. 


“TIl call your father, clear this up right now,” he says, a 
matter of fact. But I know it won’t be that easy. 


All those police, everything, I just know my Dad and that 
stupid Sheriff Brodie have jumped to conclusions. 


“What’s in that case, Noah?” I ask him finally, knowing it 
breaks our bond of trust if he tells me. But now I just have 
to know. 


I need to know for sure he’s not mixed up in anything else. 
Even though I trust him with my life, I’m only worried if 
we’re caught, that he’ll be taken away from me. 


That we’ll never get to be an ‘us’ like he’s been planning. 


I’ll never see him again, and the past two days will have 
been a dream that turned into a nightmare. 


Noah looks thoughtful for a long time, weighing everything 
up in his mind that I’ve told him. 


“I don’t know exactly what’s in the case, Faith. But I have a 
fair idea. And, like I said a promise is a promise. A promise I 
made to a dying woman who helped make me who I am 
today if you must know.” 


He registers my look. My apprehension and my worry for 
him before he pats my arm gently. 


“We’re almost there, Faith. Once we get to the convent, 
you'll see. Maybe your Dad and those cops might even see 
I’m not a bad guy, Faith. I’m just keeping a promise as much 
as I’m gonna keep the one to you. The one where I tell you 
everything’s gonna work out fine, and soon, real soon we’ll 
be together without any worry. How about that?” he asks, 
squeezing my hand and pecking me on the forehead. 


I feel my heart go and my head nod. 
“Oh, I want to believe it, Noah I do. But what about-” 
His finger’s on my lips and he gives me a knowing look. 


“Soon, Faith. Just a few hours more and we'll have all this 
behind us, I promise,” he says like he somehow has control 
over everything. 


I believe him though. Noah’s shown me enough of his magic 
so far, especially between the sheets so I don’t doubt 
anything else he’s truly capable of. 


“But all those police!” I exclaim, sounding more worried 
than ever before. 


“Yeah, well. I haven’t broken the law yet, Faith. Remember 
that,” he says calmly, slipping the truck back into gear and 
Slowly pulling back out onto the highway. 


“Do you wanna call your Dad again?” he asks me, a knowing 
look that hints I’d better. To explain things properly. 


I shake my head firmly. 


“We can call him once you do whatever it is you have to do,” 
I say with renewed determination. “If they’ve got the wrong 
end of the stick how is that my fault? I’m tired of having to 
explain myself to everyone anyway. Let’s just go, Noah. 
Let’s get this done and then it’ll be just like you said - the 
two of us.” 


He smiles and heaves a breath of satisfied relief. 


I clutch his arm again as he keeps a steady and very legal 
pace along the highway. 


“Wait a minute,” I announce suddenly. “We’re going to the 
convent, the one you were raised in?” I ask, totally 
surprised. 


“T wasn’t raised there honey, already mentioned that,” Noah 
adds patiently, but I can see his hands gripping the wheel 
tighter, not appreciating the association. 


I half-laugh, half-gasp. “Why do we have to go there then?” 
I ask, feeling lost. 


Noah’s eyes meet mine for a moment in the rearview again, 
giving me that ‘please’ look. 


Not a request or a question. Just an order to trust him yet 
again. 


I fold my arms and push myself back in my seat, eyeing him 
sidelong, just knowing he’s probably up to something 
fantastic and great. 


Something totally not connected with any robbery. 
Probably going to save the day somehow. 
God how I love him. 


“I don’t know about any robbery, Faith. Like I said, I made a 
promise and I’m keeping it is all,” he reminds me, signaling 
me to snuggle into him again instead of worrying about 
other stuff. 


“Pm thinking the cooler states,” I tell him, almost 
whispering. 


“Cooler?” he asks, nodding his head with renewed interest 
at the change of topic. “I like that idea, maybe somewhere 
with mountains too.” 


“Maybe,” I purr, flicking my phone back to life, suddenly 
interested all over again to find us the perfect house to 
match the feeling I know we can work on. The life we’ll 
share together. 


Perfect. 


My ‘A’ searches turn from Alabama to Alaska, even 
Australia. I notice they have places there that rarely get 
over seventy-five degrees, most of the year. 


Auckland, New Zealand catches my eye though. 
Fifty-five degrees in July. 


“Anywhere in the world, huh?” I venture aloud, feeling 
Noah’s grip tighten on my arm in silent reply. 


“As long as you’re with me, I don’t mind where we land, 
baby. It’s a big world and I’m just glad I plucked you out of 
it. Wherever you want is just fine.” 


All my fear and doubts start to clear. 


I feel like an adventure ten times bigger than college is 
waiting for me. For the rest of my life, and why should I 
shackle myself to just one place with Noah as my man? 


“New Zealand,” he murmurs to himself, curling his lip with 
satisfaction at the thought. 


“Lot of hills and coastline there, the perfect place for an 
aviation company...” he says, trailing off. 


Suppressing a squeal of my own, I open up a few more tabs 
and start looking at local real estate, as well as learning 
everything I can about the place. 


“Maybe the perfect place to raise a family, too,” I tease him 
quietly, pretending not to hear him when he exclaims loudly, 
demanding to know what I said. 


“Oh, nothing,” I murmur, wondering just how good 
mountain air might be and just how long it might take me to 
learn how to ski the slopes. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


N oah 


The next few hours, the last leg of the drive to the city 
makes my heart sing. 


Faith’s mood has lifted too, and now that she has her 
biggest worries off her chest, it’s time to start looking 
forward instead of what might be behind us. 


She’s so excited at the prospect of not just sharing a place 
now, but learning to ski and all sorts of other things once 
she starts to learn more about all the places in the world 
starting with A. 


She’s listing off details of houses, apartments, and chalets. 
A number of bathrooms, parking spaces, and proximity to 
schools and shopping centers. 


At my insistence, she doesn’t mention prices. 


That side of things doesn’t interest me, only her happiness 
does. 


Only her choices. 


Like I told her already, whatever she wants, she can have. 
The first few places she mentions, I’ll admit, sound a little 
unrealistic. 


I mean, do we really just want a three room place with one 
bathroom and a tiny yard? 


No. It’s got to be big enough for us both and to house our 
future family. I don’t want to get into that too much with her 
right now, but I sense she’s feeling the same way I do once 
the places she mentions with more enthusiasm have two 
stories, three bathrooms, and undercover garages. 


Finding the time passes a lot quicker, easier when we’re 
both in a good mood, the sight of the turnoff and signs 
we’re getting closer than I thought makes me smile. 


Sighing with some relief when I see the old Texas Street 
Bridge and the familiar skyline of Shreveport in the late 
afternoon light. 


I also feel a little twinge of nostalgia. The city’s grown up 
and looks bigger, brighter. 


My own memories of the place are a little different, and the 
closer we get to the convent, the more I feel a sense of 
foreboding I haven’t felt for a very long time. 


“You know? I’ve never been to Louisiana,” Faith chimes, 
looking out the windows and then back to me as if I can tell 
her a thousand things about the place, but I can’t. 


“Not great memories?” she asks, and I nod silently as she 
squeezes my arm again. 


“T know how that can be. I thought coming home after four 
years would be something special.. and it was, I mean. You 
were there. But what I mean is, the house... Even my Dad. 
Everything was so...” 


“ Different,” I murmur bitterly, gripping the wheel tighter 
and half wishing I could have done this without Faith. So 
she didn’t have to see the effect this place has on me. 


“Oh, Noah. Do we have to? Can’t we keep going, or even 
turn back? I hate to see you so down on a place,” she says, 
pleading with me to turn back or drive on if it’s going to be 
so hard. 


A helicopter flying low overhead silences us both as I take 
the last main turn off to the convent. 


“T think we’ve gone just about as far as we can, for now, 
Faith,” I tell her. 


“No matter what happens, we’ll be okay. I haven’t broken 
any laws and it’s only on a promise that I’m doing this, got 
it?” I remind her again, grateful when she gives a nod and 
holds my gaze in the mirror while clutching my hand. 


There’s a lot of new buildings, and the streets seem 
narrower for some reason, but there’s enough of the old 
neighborhood to bring back decades in a split second. 


All the fear, unknown, and anger of a kid who just wanted to 
be accepted, not even understood. 


Just accepted for who he was. 


My heart seems to stop for a second and I freeze up, the 
convent’s not where it should be until I realize I’m two 
blocks over. Nearest where the old school used to be. 


“Almost there,” I tell Faith again, grinding my jaw and 
looking at the gas gauge, wondering how all this is really 
gonna pan out. 


Turning up, unannounced, and not leaving on the best of 
terms so long ago. 


I hadn’t thought this through with myself in mind, and now 
I have Faith along with me. 


My responsibility too. 


That helicopter zooms over us, lower than a bird as I notice 
Faith following its path with her gaze. 


I see the old street, then the old building, a space right out 
front of the gates. 


Here goes nothing. 


“Well, here we are,” I announce, trying to sound cheerful 
but noting Faith’s knowing look as she leans over to peck 
my cheek. 


“Whatever happened, we’re moving past it after today, 
right?” she asks, reminding me again. 


I nod my head gravely and slide out of the truck, almost 
forgetting the damned case again. 


The gate’s unlocked but still as heavy as ever, a huge 
double wrought iron number from the last century, weighs 
a ton and even my best right arm has a time making enough 
room for Faith and I to squeeze through it. 


The grounds are still pleasant, with short grass, white 
roses, and lots of benches and wide-open spaces. 


Faith takes my free hand as we wind our way up a half-acre 
of path to the front doors. 


Huge, inlaid wooden things made to look like arches. A 
heavy cross on each of them. A tiny electric bell next to the 
one on my side. 


Faded plastic, brittle under my finger and not one I hear 
making a sound once I press it. 


“Nobody home?” Faith ventures after almost a full two 
minutes of waiting. 


I feel her shiver next to me, I sniff. Knowing we’re not 
unnoticed by being here. 


“They’ll answer,” I tell her. 
And they do. 


The huge oak door creaks back before I see a tiny old 
woman in her nun’s habit, her eyes downcast, her bony 
finger pointing the way in. 


Not the welcome party I was expecting, and a rush of 
nervous energy ripples across my belly as I hear the door 
close loudly behind us. 


“We’ve been waiting for you, Mr. Templeton,” the old 
woman says, her voice creaking louder than the door. 


She beckons us both to follow her. 


A large, wide set of black and white marble stairs lead up to 
an even wider corridor. 


Nothing’s changed in here, the smell, mixed with church 
incense stings my nostrils and my memory as we obey her 
command to follow; leading us both to the Mother 
Superior’s office. 


She ushers us in with a jut of her sharp chin, the newest 
superior swinging around in her chair, smiling a greeting as 
she eyes me up and down. 


“Well! Mr. Templeton, how you have grown into a fine, 
young man,” she gushes, levering herself up from her chair 
with her desk and coming over to us both. 


She’s tiny, but nobody’s fool. I remember her from thirty 
years ago as if it was yesterday. 


“Sister Montieth,” I murmur, feeling her smooth, gnarled 
hand in mine as it tightens. 


“ Mother Superior Montieth,” she barks, dropping my hand 
and giving Faith a dismissive glance as she eyes my 
briefcase. 


“You’ve finally come!” she says loudly, falling back into her 
soft chair as if getting up was too much for her, both her 
hands raised with her eyes to the heavens. 


“I have,” I murmur, making my own noise as I slap the case 
down loudly on her desk, fishing for the key in my pocket. 


“Gramma... Uh... She made me promise to bring this to her 
old home when she passed. In person,” I add, hoping the 
gravity of my tone adds to the effect that means I want to 
see what’s in this damned case after so much trouble. 


“You haven’t changed a bit,” the old woman says, softening 
her look to a smile, noting Faith. 


“And this is your daughter?” she asks both of us, smiling 
wider until I tell her no. 


“She’s my... well. She’s with me,” I announce gruffly, only 
making the old nun laugh softly once she raises her eyes, 
threatening a hearty cough for her efforts. 


“Same old, Templeton,” she sighs again, her chest crackling 
down to a simmer. 


“I suppose I should warn you,” she adds, her smile turning 
to a smirk. 


“We have company. Your little visit has been... anticipated.” 


I hear Faith groan softly, and a door to the left opens 
quickly. 


I don’t mind at all, kind of expected something like this 
really. 


All those police, those helicopters so low to the ground in 
little old Shreveport. 


“Daddy!” Faith shrieks, clutching at me first, then crossing 
the room to rush into his open arms. 


A state trooper and a couple of guys in dark, cheap suits 
that reek of FBI standing close by. Their eyes daring me to 
do something. 


Anything. 
But I know I’ve got nothing to hide. 


“The police were kind enough to call ahead, let us know you 
were coming, Noah,” The old nun croaks, eyeing the case 
again. 


“We were told someone kidnapped a young girl, robbed an 
armored car with some friends,’ she says, sounding 
eternally disappointed. 


“Didn’t think it would be you though,” she adds, her eyes 
twinkling a little with amusement. 


Faith pipes up. Loudly. 


“Dad! It’s not true, I went with Noah of my own free will. 
Why he hasn’t stolen anything. He came all the way across 
six states to return something, not take anything!” 


I hear my teeth snap shut, sucking some air in and cocking 
my own brow. Eyeballing the old nun, then the police, and 
finally the preacher. 


He’s bigger than I imagined, and I nod slowly to myself, 
watching his hands grip his only daughter as he holds her 
so close. 


So sure that he’s saved her from something more terrible 
than her own love. 


My eyes move to Faith’s, calming her. Communicating to 
her TIl sort all this out in a moment. 


Her look has gone from worry to panic in a second, and it 
tears me up inside. 


My first reflex is to start swinging punches, but something 
inside me knows that once that case is open, all will be 
revealed. 


I don’t know how, or even why. But old Gramma’s voice is in 
my mind, urging me to be still. To be quiet. Like she always 
did when I felt my temper get the better of me. 


“You think I’d leave you in the lurch? Leave you alone in 
your finest hour? Have faith boy. You got to have Faith.” 


Lifting both hands in surrender, I glance at the case, and 
then back at the law. Then the nun. 


She’s nothing like her predecessor, I just feel it. 
“Go ahead, open it,” I say, only looking at Faith now. 


Remembering the promises I made to both her and to 
Gramma. 


Firm hands from suits sit me down, and the local sheriff I 
know tracked us across our journey fidgets with the key 
and clicks the old case open, lifting the lid and whistling to 
himself. 


The old nun gasps so does Faith, and the suits just sneer. 
Smug. 


Knowingly. Like they’ve had Christmas in July. 


“Well, there must be a million dollars in hundreds and fifties 
here,” remarks the sheriff. 


“About the same amount left unaccounted for from the 
armored car heist!” 


The feds take over the case, that sheriff barking some crap 
about me being taken into custody. 


Its Faith that butts in though, the voice of reason. 
My girl. 


God, how I love her when she’s so wound up. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


F aith 


Everything feels weird, horrible. Until I see my Dad. 


Then I feel like I’m about to be taken away from Noah and 
cling to him like nothing else. 


Dad gives me his best do as they say look, but I won’t leave 
his side. I can’t. 


I mustn’t. 


I admit it though, my face drops a little when they open the 
suitcase. 


Once I see all that money. 


But when Noah’s eyes meet mine again, I smile. Once the 
overpowering odor of mothballs hits me, my smile brightens 
even more. 


Then it nearly fills the whole room. 


“Ah, there looks to be a letter in there too, sheriff” Noah 
observes, craning his neck with one of those winning smiles 


as he glances over the proceedings. 


The nun, the cops and even my own Dad fall back, clutching 
at their mouths from the smell. 


Noah seems to be familiar with it and doesn’t recoil so 
much. 


“You said this was the armed robbery bandit,” One of the 
men in a suit snarls at the sheriff, then narrows his eyes as 
he focuses on my Dad. 


“Kidnapper, Bandit,” he continues, his look darkening as he 
surveys the contents of the case. 


Noah, his eyes wide with mischief now only shrugs as he 
shoots me another little wink. 


“Let’s have some introductions, folks,” Noah says, standing 
again. His deep voice filling the room as he straightens 
himself, suddenly looking down on the men in suits, even my 
Dad. 


And especially the old nun. 


“I’m Noah Templeton. Was taken in by the good sisters here 
at Saint Theresa’s as a boy... Later I was informally adopted 
by the retiring Mother Superior of the day, Sister Margaret 
Laurence,” he adds with some pride. 


The old nun shifts in her seat, moving only to look over the 
money herself now. 


“The letter,” she says dryly, pointing to the yellowed 
envelope on top of all that cash, bundled up neatly in rows 
of what looks to me like fifties and hundreds alright. 


FBI suit guy snaps a pair of latex gloves from his pocket and 
clawing his little hands into them, then he starts to carefully 
open the paper envelope while everyone leans in closer. 


His eyes narrow, then widen, finally softening as he passes 
the paper to his off-sider, who then hands it to the sheriff 
before he rests it back on the stack of neatly rolled bills. 


“Mr. Templeton,” he drawls loudly, sounding more annoyed 
than anything. 


“Got yourself a bit of an alibi here, dated and signed 
witness account of a part of a will, making you the 
authorized delivery boy of a sizable cash donation to one 
Saint Theresa’s Convent,” he says, shaking his head in 
disbelief. 


I see and feel Noah relax, satisfied like he’s listening to a 
friendly voice from the past. 


“There should be a million dollars there,” The agent 
continues. “Note here says so, signed and witnessed by 
three lawyers and the former governor of Florida for 
Christ’s sakes! Oh, sorry, Father... Sister...” 


I try not to laugh but notice my Dad and the sheriff’s red 
faces. 


“But... But he took the girl! We have her father’s-” The 
sheriff tries to say. 


The suit gives him a look that stops him in his tracks. 


“Miss... Did this man..?” he starts to ask, and I shake my 
head firmly, avoiding my Dad’s eyes as I move over to Noah 
again, who takes me in his arms. 


“We’re gonna need some statements,” growls the Sheriff, 
tipping his hat forward, trying to lock eyes with Noah and 
then my Dad, followed by the feds. 


But he can’t hold any of them to his own wandering stare. 


“Here’s your statement!” cries the old nun, snatching up 
the creased paper from the pile of money and giving all of 
us a sour look. 


“And, I’m no police expert, but don’t you need some kind of 
papers of your own to even be in here? You told me there 
was some dangerous criminal on the loose... some fugitive.” 


An awkward hush comes over the room, but the old nun’s 
just getting started. 


I can imagine her, thirty years ago, slapping the hands of 
kids’ like Noah’s when they cut class or were caught out 
doing the wrong thing. 


She’s tough, but it’s a tough love. I can tell. 


“This young man, Noah Templeton, is a former ward of the 
state and one of Saint Theresa’s greatest success stories,” 
she continues. 


I hug myself closer to Noah, feeling his arm tighten around 
my waist as I swell with pride over him. 


“If you’d told me his name before you barged in here, 
making out like we were all going to be slain in our beds, I 
would have laughed in your faces then asked you all to 
leave, which is what I must do now, gentlemen. Law or not. I 
don’t think you’ve got the right man, and I have got a mind 
to call our own attorney in relation to this gross invasion of 
privacy! Not to mention... it’s almost dinner time, plus 
tonight’s canasta.” 


“With all due respect,” Sheriff Brodie says firmly, “I’m 
gonna need to take this case and this man in for some 
serious questioning.” 


One of the agents groans, smiling at the nun. 


“How ‘bout you check your jurisdiction, Brodie? If anyone 
has questions, it’s us and you have quite a few to answer. 
Wasting Federal investigation hours isn’t just a charge we 
can lay on the public, y’know.” 


Brodie takes a seat, removing his hat and mopping his brow 
which has suddenly grown hot and very wet. 


“We will need a statement from you, sister, and from both of 
you,” the agent continues, narrowing his eyes on Noah and 
me. 


“But we can do that anytime, that is if you plan to stick 
around until we can check all this over?” he asks. 


Noah nods his head, frowning in agreement. 


“This can be put in our safe, until such a time as Noah 
claims his share of it. Once all this nonsense is cleared up,” 
The nun murmurs, running her hands over the lid as she 
closes the case. 


“What do you mean, his share?” I hear my Dad ask, 
sounding more than annoyed. 


“Our attorney let us know that on her passing, Mother 
Superior Laurence had made provision in her estate for 
Noah, the grandson she never adopted legally but raised as 
her own. She wanted him to know that all those rules and 
years of her coming down hard on him were for his own 
good... And, she’d hoped that one day he’d settle down and 
have a family of his own. She wanted to do what she could 
to provide for that,” she says, softening her expression and 
actually smiling for once. 


Smiling as she looks from me to Noah. 


“And I think he’s well on his way to doing just that. 
Although, I must admit it is a surprise to see now what she 


really meant by that,” she says quietly, crossing herself. 


“Uh, just a minute,” Brodie stammers. “Just what in blazes 
is a nun doing with a million in cash in the first place?” he 
asks, almost whining as he looks to the agents, hoping for 
their suspicions to join his. 


But they only groan again. 


“We'll get out of your hair, Sister Montieth. Very sorry to 
have taken your time,” the agents mumble, ushering us and 
then my Dad and Sheriff Brodie out into the huge hallway. 


“Know a good place to stay in town?” Noah asks one of the 
agents. 


“We're staying at the Oaks,” he informs him, still scowling 
at the Sheriff and I look to my Dad but notice he won’t even 
acknowledge me right now. 


“Then we’ll be sure and find someplace else,” Noah says 
heartily, before noting my own look and then stepping over 
to my Dad. 


“Look, Padre. I meant what I said, about having that talk 
man to man. I’m not just some random guy. I want to talk to 
you about-” But Dad’s not having any of it, he pushes past 
Noah and still ignoring me, he storms out another side 
door, making sure it slams loudly behind him. 


“Well... We’ll leave you to it, Mr. Templeton. Ms. Holding,” 
The agent says, almost offering a hand but thinking better 
of it. The agents and the Sheriff all leave through the same 
side door, leaving Noah and me alone in the corridor. 


“What the heck just happened?” I ask Noah, relishing his 
more intense embrace before he kisses me, asking me if I’m 
okay. 


“Pm not sure, but I feel awful about your Dad. I really did 
want to talk to him. Is he gonna be okay?” Noah asks, 
making me realize just how much his former Mother 
Superior made the right choice. 


Noah’s biggest concern is everyone else, then himself. 


“T don’t know to be honest,” I sigh heavily, wondering too if 
only Dad had stayed long enough, we might all have gone to 
dinner or something. Had a long talk and I could have told 
him how much I love Noah, how much I want to move in 
with him and give this thing between us all I’ve got. 


Because right now, it is all I’ve got, and I know it’s here for 
a reason. 


All the best reasons. 


“He’ll come around,” I whisper, running my hand down 
Noah’s front and feeling another sigh turn into a shiver. I 
recommend we get a hotel that’s nowhere near the Oaks. 


“You could afford the penthouse suite now,” I joke as we 
climb back into Noah’s truck. 


He smiles and then laughs to himself. 


“Can have those any day of the week,” he observes. 
Reminding me that he’s not desperate for any money. He’s 
his own self-made man. 


“How ‘bout we just grab some takeout, then maybe find a 
place to park?” I venture, a mischievous glint in my eye. 


“You mean, sleep in the truck?” he asks, chuckling before 
his brow goes up, letting me know he was thinking the 
exact same thing. 


“Who said anything about sleeping?” I tease him, letting my 
hand accidentally on purpose land on his thigh, falling 


towards his bulging groin as he starts the truck with a 
broad grin. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


N oah 


With Faith coiled up around me, I watch the sunrise for the 
second day in a row with her body against mine, telling 
myself that this must be what heaven feels like. 


To be so close to the one thing you love more than anything 
day after day. 


We got some take out, then I found what looked like a 
secluded spot by the lake not too far from the center of 
town. We talked over everything that happened, laughed a 
lot, then she nearly cried about her Dad again, and then we 
ate before I made love to her all night. 


She doesn’t mind the truck, at least not for one night. It’s 
not too bad in the back. A thick mattress and plenty of 
room. 


We could’ve gone anywhere, but I know Faith wanted to see 
and feel how I’d been living on my journey the past few 
days. 


I feel lighter too, not just because I finally have her, even 
though it only took a day but because I don’t have that 
damned case to worry about anymore. 


My share? 


They can keep it. What I learned from old Gramma 
Laurence... that’s worth a lot more than a few hundred 
thousand. 


It could go towards the house, I try and tell myself. 


But I know I already have plenty and with Faith by my side, 
I’ll always be the richer man for it. 


The richest man alive is what I feel like. 


I feel her stirring, making those little sounds that drive me 
wild, and just when I feel her hands starting to explore my 
body all over again there comes a sudden tap at the window 
of the cab of the truck. 


Faith’s eyes dart open, and she clutches at me for a 
moment, thinking maybe she dreamt the sound. 


But when the tap comes again, harder and with a deep 
voice telling me it’s the police, I set her mind at ease. 


“Tt’ll be alright, must’ve parked in the wrong spot,” I tell 
her as I try to calm myself down. 


Not one who likes being disturbed first thing, I’m less than 
impressed when I recognize the state trooper tapping on 
my truck as one of the gang from last night. 


“Oh! Well if it isn’t mister Templeton. Sorry to rouse you sir, 
but you’re parked in a campsite area and I didn’t see a 
permit in your window.” 


I blink, pulling some pants on before heaving myself over 
the seat into the cab and climbing out. 


The trooper looks away, giving me time to get myself 
decent, but I don’t get it. 


“You been following me?” I ask him, wondering why he of 
all people would be here so early. 


He smiles wearily. “No, Mr. Templeton. We just don’t have 
many troopers out this way, and this morning I drew 
campsite duty, on account of the ranger being ill,” he 
explains, stifling a yawn. 


“Well, I don’t have a permit,” I tell him. “Didn’t know I 
needed one. Fine me if you want, I’ll pay before we leave,” I 
tell him curtly. 


“We?” he asks as he scratches his temple, his eyes widening 
as he sees Faith clambering over the seat of the truck, 
making him gulp and look away, embarrassed. 


She’s decent, but I kind of regret the intrusion all the same. 


“Two birds I guess,” The trooper muses to himself. “You're 
wanted back at the convent, as soon as you can make it. 
Those federal boys wanna tie up all this business and make 
arrangements for you to bank your half of the money. Not a 
great idea to drive cross country with so much cash,” he 
adds, tapping his nose. 


“And pay the local as well as federal tax on inheritance, I 
suppose?” I almost sneer. “No thanks. The convent can 
keep the money, I don’t want it,” I tell him firmly. 


“We'll still need some papers signed, the young lady too,” 
he adds, pretending not to flinch at my refusal of the money. 


“Tl follow you then,” I tell him. “Where you parked?” I ask. 


“Just over there,” he says cheerily, tipping his hat before 
turning to go to his cruiser. 


“Can we make a stop on the way?” I tell him more than ask, 
stabbing my thumb behind me towards Faith. “Rest stop, 
we wanna freshen up,” I tell him. 


“Sure thing,” he smiles and in less than a half-hour, we’re 
all back at the convent, with me and Faith noting some 
peculiar absences. 


Her Dad. 
“Where’s my Dad?” Faith asks nervously. 


I hold her hand, risking some venom from a different nun 
who’s sitting in today, but she only smiles. 


“Uh, your Dad and the Sheriff drove back last night I 
believe, no need for them to be here,” The trooper offers. 
There’s only one agent today too, who looks bored. Eager 
for us to sign some stuff so he can be on his way, probably 
to try and catch the real fugitive out there somewhere. 


“Pity,” I tell the room, eyeing Faith and squeezing her hand 
tighter. 


She looks down, but I know we can drive back and see him, 
be there today if we’re not kept too long with all this. 


“How’s that, Mr. Templeton?” The agent asks, his interest 
suddenly piqued. 


I’m just about to answer, when the door swings open, the 
agent almost reaching for his side out of reflex. 


“Daddy!” cries Faith, who leaps into his arms as he holds 
her tight, turning them both around. 


The agent sighs. 


“Great timing, Padre,” I tell him, noting his face is worn but 
a little less hostile than the night before. 


Straining a smile for the sake of his daughter, he asks me 
how so. 


“T was just thinking, we need a preacher. Someone who 
could marry us,” I say loudly, watching the Preacher’s face 
drop and Faith’s brighten as her whole body tenses. 


But he’s shaking his head, not liking this at all as he takes 
me by the elbow, begging to talk with me in private. 


I let Faith know it’s alright, that we’ll be back in a minute 
and we both step out into the hall, her Preacher father and 
I. 


Still gripping my elbow, he walks with me, or rather he 
guides me out onto the grounds. A smaller place than I 
remember, but everything usually is now that I’m bigger, 
older. 


“You’re a man of many surprises, Noah,” he says finally 
sighing, shaking his head again. 


“I was ready to go home, to pray for strength at the idea 
that my little girl’s all grown up... But a man old enough to 
be her father as well? I tell you something, Noah, I haven’t 
had such a series of sleepless nights, ever!” he exclaims, 
almost smiling, but its fatigue in his eyes, not irony or even 
Sarcasm. 


“She is mine now, Father. Can I call you that?” I ask, noting 
his sharp inhalation of breath before he nods silently. 


“T also just learned that you don’t want any of that money, 
that you want it all to go to the convent?” he asks, stopping 
me as he holds me with his eyes. 


“That’s right. I’ve got plenty of my own, I have a successful 
business. I was only delivering the money because it’s what 


Gramma... What Mother Superior Laurence wanted, kind of 
her last wish,” I tell him. 


“Where did all that money come from?” he asks me and I 
shrug. 


“Gramma was always doing, father. She was always raising 
money for this or that, I know firsthand she wouldn’t 
hesitate over parting with a single dollar if it was for a good 
cause. I think she just did what she did best, put herself 
second to those in need, and had a greater vision for the 
convent once she’d finally passed, most of it would have 
been her entire wages and pension, I imagine. Sixty years 
of service,” I reflect, feeling something catch in my throat at 
her memory. 


His hand’s on my shoulder suddenly. 


“T wanted to tell you... I came back to tell you, that I’m sorry 
for jumping to conclusions. You brought my Faith safely 
with you, but something tells me that she’s not the little girl 
I left behind anymore?” 


I shake my head. “No, she isn’t, Father. And that’s what I 
wanted to talk to you about. I need you to marry us, to 
make it right. Now, don’t make that face. You know as well 
as I do that we don’t live in the middle ages anymore, but I 
love Faith and I want her to be my wife. I need your 
blessing before I even ask her,” I tell him. 


“You just announced you wanted a preacher to marry you 
both,” he scoffs, sounding wounded. “Like a Father, not a 
preacher.” 


“And I do, Father,” I tell him. “I want you to be that 
Preacher, so whenever I call you Father, it also means 
Dad...” 


We stare at each other for a long time, both our eyes 
getting misty with emotion and both for very different 
reasons. 


“You swear to look out for her, always?” he asks, sounding 
more like a Dad by the second. 


I don’t need to be coached in how strongly I feel for her 
though. 


“T love Faith, more than anything. And the only thing I want 
is for her to keep being as happy as she’s been the past few 
days, so I can know she’s my wife. Forever,” I tell him. 


Hearing someone coming up behind us, we both turn 
around. 


“Is that a proposal, Noah?” Faith asks, her eyes turning to 
her Dad after she’s cocked her brow at mine. 


“Oh, please say yes, Daddy. Noah’s the only man for me and 
I know you'll get used to us being one and the same, 
eventually,” she adds. 


“You're right, Faith. I do need to get used to all this!” her 
Dad exclaims, turning on his heel. 


But before he goes he shoots me a wary glance as he twists 
his mouth into a puckered shape that’s trying not to smile 
while being angry at the same time. 


“Well?” he asks me gruffly before turning away. “Better go 
ahead and ask her properly, I guess. Nothing I can do about 
it. Just make sure you love her and protect her as much as 
I’ve tried to the past twenty-two years, that’s all I can ask,” 
he says finally, walking away from us as I take both Faith’s 
hands in mine. 


“Its Richard, by the way,” I tell her. “Richard Noah 
Templeton, but call me Noah. And I’d be honored Faith if 


you’d say yes to being my-” 


Her lips are so hard on mine, I almost stumble back as she 
leaps up into my arms. 


“...Wife,” I murmur, feeling her lips bunched up against 
mine as she squeals with delight. 


“T knew it!” she cries out. “I knew it was Richard... Or 
maybe something else, but Richard was way up there, and 
yes! The answer will always be yes!” 


“T love you, Faith,” I tell her, gripping her hard and holding 
onto her like Ill never let go because I never will. 


“And I love you, Richard, Noah Templeton. Now and 
forever.” 


EPILOGUE 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


F aith 


“It’s just air sickness,” I groan, handing back the paper sack 
Noah just offered me after filling it. 


“TIl have a word with the pilot, maybe see if we can’t land 
somewhere sooner, get you to a hospital,” he says gravely. 
His jaw set hard and worry in his smoldering eyes. 


“TIl be fine,” I try to laugh, but another wave of nausea 
grips me hard. 


Noah holds my hair back as I lurch forward again. 


What the heck is wrong with me? I ate what Noah ate, I 
haven’t been this sick, ever. 


Noah buzzes for the stewardess. 
Some honeymoon. 


We’ve waited all this time, finally just tying the knot after 
Dad insisted we stay with him until he got used to the idea. 


He’s hardly ever home during the day and it turned out to 
be the only way he’d agree to marry us. 


“If you can last six months under my roof with the man, you 
can last the rest of your lives,” My Dad had preached to us, 
bringing it up every time he got on our nerves or when we 
got on his, even though we had a total run of the upper 
floor of the old house. 


I grip Noah’s hand. “IIl be fine honey. There’s no need to 
make a fuss. Commercial airlines don’t just make 
emergency stops for-” 


But it’s too late. I can’t finish what I have to say, filling 
another paper sack. 


The stewardess agrees that Noah, a pilot himself should 
talk to the plane’s pilot. She sits with me while he does so 
and in a few minutes, he re-appears, looking a little happier. 


“We’re diverting to another airport, near a hospital. There’ll 
be an ambulance waiting, Faith. Just hang on,” he says, his 
voice quaking with emotion. 


I should be mad, but a part of me knows something isn’t 
right. 


I’ve never felt so ill in all my life. My whole body feels like 
it’s hot and cold, puffed up and about to explode. 


“But the bookings, Noah. Our holiday?” I protest. He shakes 
his head gently, mopping my brow with his hand, and 
clutching my hand in his. 


“Only you matter, Faith. Everything else will just have to 
wait, we need to get you to a hospital, and quick,” he says in 
his deep, calming voice but I can see the turmoil in his 
expression, the helplessness in his eyes. 


Everyone else on the plane is so supportive, not 
complaining at all as we divert to the nearest airport, only 
just big enough to hold our passenger jet. 


Once I’m being stretchered off the plane, the whole plane 
claps, and cheers, wishing me well as I pass them, making 
me Cry. 


It’s a short trip to the nearest country hospital, with 
everybody waiting for us once the ambulance arrives. 


Noah won’t let go of me for a second, and almost gets 
booted from the hospital once he stands fast against me, 
not wanting any male doctors to even examine me. 


Eventually, he calms down, and for the first time in six 
months, I’m without him by my side. But only long enough 
for the doctors to do their work. 


“Holidaying from America?” A doctor asks me, trying to 
relax me while they perform some tests. 


I give a nod. “We’re moving here, to the North Island,” I tell 
him. 

“Aww, that’s great!” he says, squeezing my hand. “Welcome 
to New Zealand!” 


I must be imagining it, but the doctor actually looks like 
he’s smiling a little bit too much under his mask once he 
orders some more tests. 


“We need to do an ultrasound now, Faith. Okay? Just have a 
little look-see at your tummy... won’t be long now.” 


I’m wheeled into another room, darker, but Noah’s there, 
and I take his hand in mine, kissing it. 


“I’m getting scared now, Noah. What’s happening?” I ask 
him, feeling his concern as well as my own. 


“Everything will be fine, Faith. I know it, let’s just wait and 
see what the doctors say,” he tells me. 


A female nurse comes in, cheerful, and setting Noah and 
me at ease quickly. 


“Moving to the North Island, I hear?” she asks politely, 
making me jump with the cold from the ultrasound gel. 


“We’re moving over here from the states,” Noah says 
proudly. 


“Starting a family by any chance?” The nurse asks, grinning 
to herself as the doctor appears behind her, beaming also 
as he clutches a folder of test results. 


“T don’t know if you know yet, Mr. and Mrs. Templeton,” The 
doctor says with an air of seriousness. 


“But I only hope your new home has room for three... or 
maybe even four,” he adds, unable to contain his own 
excitement. 


“You mean...” Noah asks, his jaw falling open. 
The doctor nods excitedly, but Noah’s eyes are on mine. 


I can only gasp, running my hands over my own belly, 
tracing the lines from the ultrasound. 


“Here, Faith. Look here,” the nurse says calmly and firmly, 
taking one of my hands in hers, the other letting me hold 
the paddle while she moves it so we can all see what the 
whole fuss has been about. 


It all makes perfect sense in that one moment. 


“Looking over your other test results, Faith. I’m pleased to 
tell you that the only thing wrong with you is nothing wrong 
at all,” The doctor announces. 


“You’re both going to be proud parents of... Oh! Do we 
want to know the sex or even how many?” he asks, stopping 
himself. 


“I think we can have our first family portraits,” Noah 
murmurs, raising his brow in question. 


Me? I can’t wait to know, and once I see them both, up close 
and how they're so tiny and delicate but so strong, I feel a 
new kind of magic. 


When two souls join as one, Noah and me. And the souls 
they bring into the world because of that union. 


“They’re just so beautiful!” I whisper, feeling Noah’s hand 
over mine as he helps me guide the ultrasound probe over 
my whole belly, almost like he has to chase them already. 


“They’re perfectly healthy, maybe just some stress from the 
move and from flying brought on some delayed illness once 
they started to wriggle around,” The doctor says, beaming 
with as much pride as we both have, watching our babies. 


“We'd like to keep you in, just overnight, Mrs. Templeton. 
Then tomorrow, I can refer you to a very good midwife on 
the North Island, the best,” he adds. 


“The best?” Noah asks, not meaning to sound doubtful. 


“She should be,” he adds. “She’s my daughter!” he 
exclaims, stopping in the middle of our shared joy just long 
enough to glance at his beeper. 


“T have to go now, but congratulations you two... err, three, 
or is it four?” he says with another smile, placing his hands 
over both of ours before disappearing again. 


Noah and I stare in wonder at our babies, and the nurse 
lets us hear their heartbeats too, 


“Strong, and powerful,” is her diagnosis. 


“They say babies conceived in moments of pure passion and 
love are always the strongest,” she adds. 


“You didn’t know you were pregnant, all this time?” she 
asks, dumbfounded. 


Noah answers for us both. 
For all four of us. 


“There’s so much passion in our life, I’m not surprised these 
two crept in without us even noticing,” he says proudly, 
kissing me on the lips and pressing his hand over mine 
firmly. 


“Mommy Templeton,” he whispers in my ear, teasing me a 
little before kissing it. 


“Daddy Templeton,” I tease him back, feeling the tear from 
his cheek running onto mine as the nurse leaves us alone to 
be together as we celebrate the news of our instant and 
unexpected family. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TWO YEARS LATER 


N oah 


“Of course I won’t go, honey, not if you don’t want me to,” I 
tell Faith. 


Helping one of the twins from her hip, I kiss them both, 
telling her I’ll change Zak and then put him down with Zoe 
if only she’ll just relax. 


Faith groans, following me through to the changing table, 
gnawing her lip like she used to. The surest sign she’s not 
sure about something. 


“I mean, I just don’t want you feeling like you have to go,” 
she says finally. 


I murmur an answer, but with the large diaper pin between 
my teeth. 


“What?” she calls over her shoulder, pretending to fold 
some baby clothes. 


The eternal supply of onesies. 


“T said, I haven’t seen you this touchy since-” But I lower my 
own voice suddenly. 


“Could it be?” I ask baby Zak, holding his tiny puckered fist 
in my fingers as I draw it gently to my lips, moving his 
whole arm as he gurgles and finally giggles. 


A look of complete satisfaction as I know it from him, then 
smell him filling his entire diaper I just changed. In record 
time too, or so I thought. 


“You wanna see me some more before you go to sleep, don’t 
you little man?” I ask him, bending down to kiss him as I 
reach for a fresh diaper. 


“What are you feeding Zak, honey?” I ask her, half-joking, 
half-serious. Totally trying to change the subject. 


I know she doesn’t want me to go, we’ve been together, 
here at home with our babies for two years in July. 


Her Dad hasn’t come to visit since we left the states and 
I’ve volunteered to fly him over myself, picking him up from 
Hawaii, the beach house we bought there. 


He stays there more and more, always asking us to come up 
and we always mean to. 


But with these little ones, the days have turned into years 
and they’re growing so darned fast. 


“It’s only to pick him up from the South Island,” I protest. 
“Not like I’m flying across the Pacific to go get him.” 


Silence. 


I don’t need to turn around to know the look she’s 
broadcasting, I can feel it. 


“Y’know, honey? If I didn’t know better I’d think you never 
wanted me to fly again,” I suggest. 


And once I turn around, I have my answer. 
And Faith has hers. 


“Oh, baby... I’m sorry,” I tell her, grabbing her and wiping 
her silent tears away. “I won’t go, that settles it, and I’ll 
have Joel go get your Dad, it’s not too far out of his way.” 


The one business I know, flying. I’ve set up here on our new 
home turf as well as keeping things going back in the 
States. 


Putting my arm around her, I guide her back to the 
changing table, lifting littl Zak into her arms as I hold 
them both tight. 


“T didn’t think it was such a big deal,” I confess, kissing her 
forehead and then her tears. Relieved when I see her smile. 


“It shouldn’t be,” she admits. “But I just don’t know what I’d 
do if anything happened, Noah... Our babies,” she whispers. 


I nod quietly. Wondering if living so remote was such a good 
idea after all. 


But she does have a point. 


When it was just me, Id fly like a devil. Planes, helicopters, 
anything that got me high and fast. I loved it. 


But it’s nothing compared with the love I feel at home. 


The calm, still love of being grounded with my one true 
love. 


With our babies, who won’t be babies for long. 


“You feeling okay, honey?” I ask her, pressing my palm to 
her head and taking some instant husband diagnostics of 
my own. 


Internally doing the math. Realizing she could be- 


“I’m not pregnant, Noah,” she growls. “And don’t change 
the subject. I don’t want you flying this weekend, not 
because I don’t want you to, but because of the weather 
coming in. You know that...” she reminds me. 


She’s right. 
She’s always right. 


“Or is it because your Dad’s coming to stay for a month?” I 
ask her, sensing maybe the issue runs deeper than the pair 
of us and our own family. 


Poking her tongue out she makes a face and passes me Zak 
so I can lay him in his crib next to his sister’s. 


These two, they could sleep through an earthquake. 
And they both have, too. 


“Do you think we’ve been up here too long?” I ask her, 
remembering the caution we had from the locals and her 
father about moving into the highlands so soon, practically 
self-sufficient. 


“No,” Faith chimes automatically. “I just think I love you too 
much to even bear the thought of anything happening to 
you or my Dad,” she admits. 


The kids are settled, and Faith’s arms around my middle. 
It’s my favorite part of the day. 


Nothing but us and the tranquil sounds of our babies 
asleep. 


“How ‘bout I rub your back?” I suggest, feeling her fingers 
curl over mine as I lead her to our bedroom, right next to 
the twins. 


“How ‘bout you rub my front?” she asks, defiantly. 
And I’m only happy to oblige. 


Hearing her moan as she pulls me down onto our bed, 
yanking her own bathrobe to one side so I have full access, 
it feels like the first night I had her under me. 


The first night I even tasted her on my lips. 


“How will you cope?” I ask her, gasping and grunting, 
setting to work as I ease her legs wide open, hearing her 
sigh as I plant my face between her sweet, creamy thighs. 


“Cope with... uh.! What?” she gasps. 


“Your Dad being here for a whole month?” I ask, forgetting 
the question entirely as I feel her warmth running freely 
over my tongue. 


We don’t discuss this any further, not until she’s shuddered 
hard against my tongue first, and my hard cock second. 


The only way I ever send my wife to sleep after we’ve put 
the twins down for the evening. 


Holding her close, later on, she asks me if I mind. 


“Mind what?” I murmur, kissing her neck, craning my neck 
as I check to shear if it’s Zak or Zoe shifting in their sleep. 


“About you not going to collect my Dad... flying,” she says 
finally. 


I breathe heavily against her neck, moving my hands over 
her under the covers and letting my renewed hardness 
press up against the small of her back. 


“Does this feel like I mind?” I ask her. 


Of course, I don’t. 


“Just stay here with me, Noah Templeton,” My wife orders 
me, pressing herself back up against me and making us 
both sigh with contentment. 


An order I can’t resist, and one I’m glad I haven’t backed 
away from since the day we met. 


“T love you, Faith,” I remind her, hearing her purr. 


“And it’s exactly why I need you here with me, soldier,” she 
reminds me and I feel suddenly at full attention again, 
ready to prove her point all over again. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


F aith 


“Alex! Peter! Just what the heck do you think you’re doing? 
Zak and Zoe, y’all should know better!” 


I’m trying to stay mad, but hearing their Dad thumping up 
the hall behind me, out onto the patio, I just can’t help but 
smile and eventually laugh as I feel his arms around my 
waist. 


“They’ve got too much of their mother in ‘em, that’s the 
problem!” he reminds me, gnawing at my neck before 
picking me up, making me squeal, and hurling me ass first 
into the pool, followed closely by his own huge frame doing 
a cannonball which seems to drain half the pool in a 
moment. 


The kids, all four of them have been dare-devilling, building 
a fort in the trees above the pool and diving straight out 
from it into the deepest end. 


“Its harmless enough,” Noah says, trying to defend them. 
“The creek’s frozen half the year and you know how they 


love their summer fun... I thought the heated pool was 
gonna curb their behavior. But maybe not?” he admits. 


I puff my cheeks, watching our eldest, Zoe. She’s shivering 
with cold but manages to climb the damned tree all over 
and launch herself straight out into the pool in front of us 
both. 


By the time she comes up for air, she’s laughing so hard, 
and so are her brothers that I just have to join in. 


“Alright!” I announce. “But that’s enough!” It’s too 
dangerous, I murmur to Noah, whose eyes only shine 
brighter as he watches all his kids, doing all those things I 
know kids just love to do. 


Scare the pants off their parents. 


“You'll have them all flying next!” I exclaim, watching 
Noah’s eyes again as they soften on mine. 


“Not unless you say so,” he reminds me, pulling me towards 
him under the water and kissing my neck. 


“Oooohhh! Gross!” cries our Zoe, using the distraction to 
make a bee-line with her brother’s right back up to the 
same branch they’ve just been launching off. 


“Only into the deepest end!” Their father suddenly booms 
loudly, making them freeze and shiver on the spot before 
they all agree and start to play a little less like lunatics 
before all landing in the warm water not too far from us, 
swimming like little fish upstream until we hold them in our 
arms. 


“T love them too, darling. I know you don’t want them to 
hurt themselves but they need to find their limits. Like we 
did. Remember?” he asks me. 


“All right guys Momma says no more daredevils, okay?” 
Noah says loudly, repeating it until all of them agree. 


“But if we can’t climb and jump, Daddy... You have to take 
us flying?” Zak pipes up, making me groan and slap my 
forehead while they all launch off. 


Off to find fresh mischief. 
Moving closer to me again, he hugs me from behind. 


“T wouldn’t ever put them in real danger, honey. And I won’t 
take them flying if you don’t want to,” he tells me truthfully. 


Straight away we hear Zak whining, then his sister, until all 
four of them are complaining they never get to do anything 
around here. 


Even when I list off all the holidays we’ve had. 


The mountain treks, the white water rafting. The horse 
trails... 


“Maybe we could all fly out to visit Dad in Hawaii next time 
he’s there,” I finally suggest, rolling my eyes until all the 
little ones swarm around me, squeaking with delight. 


“Tt’ll be first-class, commercial airline all the way,’ Noah 
promises, crossing my heart and mouthing the words I love 
you once I agree. 


“We've been at home long enough to raise our family,” I tell 
him with confidence. “ Now, let’s go show them the world!” 


“Do you think the world’s ready for all these little 
monsters?” he asks me, laughing and clutching at handfuls 
of them as they use his huge body as a diving board. 


“What do you think, Noah?” I ask him, my eyes full of pride 
and wonder as I watch all of them, watching him with them. 


“T think they might even be ready to unleash on old retired 
grandpa for babysitting while we have a night off here and 
there, what do you say?” he asks. 


“Are you saying you wanna go home?” I ask him, not 
minding at all if he doesn’t. 


“Do you?” he asks. 


I breathe in deeply, looking past him and my eyes get that 
dreamy, faraway look like they used to before we came 
here. 


“Maybe,” I tell him softly. 


“Could you stand it?” he asks. “Going all the way back, 
facing everything. Your Dad being that much closer?” 


I think for a moment, realizing ten years has passed and the 
kids have never really seen their homeland, never seen 
their true roots. 


With as much determination as we set out for New Zealand, 
it’s like a light has come on, guiding us all home to the 
States. 


“T think it’s a terrific idea, Honey,” I tell him, watching the 
kids all splash down by the deepest end, thoughtless and 
carefree. 


Just how kids should be. 


“Between the three places we have already, plus Hawaii, we 
can all be happy still, can’t we?” he asks. 


Feeling his hand on my belly I raise my brows. 


“I’m glad you said that, Noah,” I tell him. “Because I think 
we might have another surprise for the kids. Should I tell 
them now?” 


His own eyes widen, then he stifles a laugh. Excited, 
commanding. The same look he gave me years ago. 


“You mean?” he says. And I nod. “Without a doubt this 
time,” I assure him. 


“Then let’s do it! We can look for a new place if you want... 
big enough for all of us, now and tomorrow.” 


“They’re all huge places, Noah,” I remind him. “Just tell me 
I can fly with you again, with all of us?” 


“Honey!” he exclaims. “I’m already in the clouds. I love you, 
Faith,” he says tenderly. 


“And I love you, darling,” I remind him, sinking into his arms 
as his mouth presses firmly over mine. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: Baby Lust 
Book 2: Veteran 
Book 3: Built 
Book 4: Bambino 
Book 5: Rescued 
Book 6: Leader 
Book 7: Professor 
Book 8: Burned 
Book 9: Worldly 
Book 10: 

Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Driven 
Lucky 13 


Book 14: 


Book 15: 


Lumberjacked 


Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman’s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 
Greek God 
Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 





Mountain Man 
SEALs Justice 





Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEALs Saving Grace 


Book 46: 


Book 47: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 


Billionaire’s Nanny 


Book 48: 
Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Cowboy’s Babysitter 
Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward’s Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 


Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 


Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


Lovers’s Enemy 


Book 68: 


Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Cop’s Best Friend 
Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 


Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 
Book 89: 
Book 90: 
Book 91: 
Book 92: 
Book 93: 
Book 94: 

Book 95: 
Book 96: 
Book 97: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 
Possessive Doctor’s Christmas 
Possessive Parisian Pilot 

U.K. Boxing Day 

Jealous Russian Stalker 
Italian Mountain Man 
Aggressive Russian 
Possessive Valentine 
Possessive Hunter 


Dad’s Russian Mafia Friend 


Book 98: Russian Teacher 


Book 99: Australian Obsession 


Book 100: 
Book 101: 


Russian Next Door 
Dad’s Irish Friend 


Book 102: 


Book 103: 
Book 104: 
Book 105: 
Book 106: 
Book 107: 
Book 108: 
Book 109: 
Book 110: 
Book 111: 
Book 112: 
Book 113: 
Book 114: 
Book 115: 
Book 116: 
Book 117: 
Book 118: 


Nanny for the Russian Mafia 

Best Friend’s Dad 

Basketball Babymaker 

Possessive Veterinarian 

Brother’s Fireman Friend 
Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Football Friend 

Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Brother’s Cop Friend 

Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Boss 

Possessive Rider 

Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Possessive Undercover Cop 


Book 119: 


Book 120: 
Book 121: 
Book 122: 


Falling For Her Boss 

Claiming His Fashionista 

More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend 


Book 123: 


Book 124: 
Book 125: 
Book 126: 


Bossy Italian 

Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Maid For The Italian Mafia 
Nutcracker 


Book 127: 


Book 128: 
Book 129: 


Cowboy Cerrone 
Chef’s Kiss 
Claimed By The Russian 


Book 130: 


Book 131: 


Bought By The Italian Mafia 
Hot Nerd 


Book 132: 


Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 


Book 133: 


Book 134: 
Book 135: 
Book 136: 
Book 137: 
Book 138: 
Book 139: 
Book 140: 
Book 141: 


Mine 

Taken By The Thief 
Curves Ahead 

Her Mafia Valentine 
Doctor Valentine 

Maid For The Irish Mafia 
Winning Her Curves 
Dad’s Cartel Best Friend 
Dad’s Greek Mafia Friend 


Book 142: 


Book 143: 
Book 144: 


Lawyer’s Obsession 
Attending Her Curves 
Maid for the Russian Mafia 


Book 145: 


Book 146: 
Book 147: 
Book 148: 
Book 149: 
Book 150: 
Book 151: 
Book 152: 
Book 153: 
Book 154: 
Book 155: 
Book 156: 
Book 157: 
Book 158: 
Book 159: 
Book 160: 
Book 161: 
Book 162: 
Book 163: 
Book 164: 
Book 165: 


Priest 

Claimed By Dad’s Best Friend 
His Curvy Office Obsession 
Easter with Dad's Best Friend 
Veterinarian's Obsession 
Curves For Her Older Boss 
Mob Lawyer's Curves 

Maid For The Doctor Next Door 
Possessive Forest Ranger 
Nurse For The Russian Mafia 
Dad’s Fireman Friend 

Russian Mountain Man 
Possessive Italian Doctor 

Dad's EMT Best Friend 
Claimed By The Publisher 

Mr. CEO 

His Curvy Castaway Obsession 
Claiming His Reunion Obsession 
Claimed By Dad’s College Friend 
Dad’s Detective Best Friend 
Attending The Russian Mafia 


Book 166: 
Book 167: 

Book 168: 
Book 169: 
Book 170: 
Book 171: 
Bool 172: 
Book 173: 
Book 174: 


Dad's Biker Best Friend 

My Dad's Russian Mafia Friend 
Possessive Landlord 

Gardener For The Mafia 

Possessive Fighter 

Claiming Her Sweet Curves 
Possessive Camp Counselor 

Claimed By Dad's Italian Best Friend 
Possessive Neighbor 


Book 175: 


Book 176: 


Ath of July With Dad's Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Enemy 


Book 177: 
Book 178: 


Book 179: 
Book 180: 


Bodyguard’s Obsession 
Falling For The Player 
Possessive Alpha Cop 
Her CEO 


Book 181: 


Book 182: 
Book 183: 
Book 184: 
Book 185: 
Book 186: 
Book 187: 
Book 188: 


Falling For Her Dad’s Boss 

MMA Fighter’s Obsession 
Possessive Lawyer 

Claimed by the British Rockstar 
Summer Obsession 

Paris with Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed by the Possessive Fireman 
Possessive Trucker 


Book 189: 


Book 190: 
Book 191: 
Book 192: 
Book 193: 
Book 194: 

Book 195: 
Book 196: 
Book 197: 
Book 198: 
Book 199: 


Falling for Dad's Enemy 
His Undercover Maid 
Her Innocent CEO 
Bratva Boss’s Babysitter 
Sold to the Bratva Boss 
My Dad's Best Friend 





His Cabin Obsession 

Driver's Obsession 

His Unexpected Love 

London with Dad’s Best Friend 
Hot Neighbor 


Book 200: 
Book 201: 
Book 202: 
Book 203: 
Book 204: 
Book 205: 
Book 206: 
Book 207: 


Maid for the Hollywood Heartthrob 
The CEO and the Wedding Planner 
Claimed by the Italian 

Dad’s CEO Boss 

The Mob and His Messenger 

Rome with Dad’s Best Friend 
Haunted by Her Curves 


Her Vampire 


Book 208: 


Book 208: 
Book 210: 
Book 211: 
Book 212: 
Book 213: 
Book 214: 
Book 215: 
Book 216: 

Book 216: 


Bidding for Her Curves 
Claiming His Student 

CEO's Dog Trainer Obsession 
Pool Girl 

Possessive Writer 

Maid for the Mafia Informant 
Thankful for Him 

Madrid with Dad’s Best Friend 
My Best Friend’s Dad 

My Best Friend’s Dad 


Book 217: 


Book 218: 


Taming Her Beast 
All I Want For Christmas is You 


Book 219: 


Book 220: 
Book 221: 


Falling for His Captive 
My Christmas Carol 
Preacher’s Daughter 


BRATVA BEAR SHIF TERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’d Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 
Book 3: Highlander Alpha 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Brooklyn Bratva 


British Bratva 


Book 3: 


Bratva Billionaire 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Bratva Babysitter 


Bratva Boss 


IRISH WOLF SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Irish Wold Shifter Friend 
Book 2: Claimed By The Irish Wolf Shifter 
Book 3: Claimed By The Enemy 


COLLABORATIONS 


Alpha's Arms (Makes My Heart Race Book 7). 
Winter Kisses: An Instalove Possessive Holiday Romance 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Follow my Amazon Author page for more 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants 
and other series 


CLICK HERE >> Flora Ferrari Author Page 


